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The Premier Hotel of Europe

The Cecil is a cosmopolitan hotel in the broadest sense of the term,
with a fixed tariff based on strict relation to the MODERN COST
OF LIVING. Accomodation can be had from the modest, but
comfortable, Single Room to the most Elaborate Suite. The public
Apartments—spacious and elegant—are unsurpassed in Europe.

TARIFF TARIFF
BEDROOMS BREAKFAST
Bingle 60c., 75¢. and 85¢.
From §1.25 per day. LUNCH
Double $1.00
From $2.25 per day. DINNER
Suite of Rooms SLO8 8158 A
From $6.25 d $2.50
g A SUPPER
No charge for Light $1.00
or Attendance. Or 4 la Carte.
ORCHESTRA All “fixed price”
AT ALL MEALS meals served in
On Sundays, Vocal Restaurant.
Concert after Inclusive Charges
Dinner. Quoted.

IDEAL LOCATION: CENTRAL AND CONVENIENT
BOTH FOR BUSINESS AND PLEASURE.

OU can make a preliminary acquaintance with the Hotel by sending for the
Cecil Booklet. 'This little volume presents by illustration and description a
fair idea of the Hotel’s luxurious interior, its imposing exterior, the cost of
a stay, either brief or extended, and contains a variety of general informa-
tion of service to the visitor to London, It can be had for the asking from

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE TRAVEL BUREAU, TORONTO, CANADA
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The Forecast for 1911

The Editor of The Canadian Magazine announces that arrangements have already been made for

an exceptionally fine list of contributions for next year.

SPECIAL ARTICLES.—Ceorge Ficher Chipman will write several more . articles on the general
heading “ The Voice from the Soil.” Harold Sancs, whose articles on British Columbian subjects were
notable contributions during 1910, will be prcminent again in the list for 1911, Mr. Edmund Moriis,
son of the late Governor Morris of Manitoba, whose work as an artist has caused him to spend a number
of summers on Indian reservations in the West, will make some valuable observations on Indian character
and usefulness, Arthur Hawkes will have an aticle in an early number on the nomenclature of the
West. Professor W. T. Allison will have several articles, the first being a review of the work as
novelist of John Galt, a gentleman who figured prominently in the early settlement of Ontario.
Professor George Herbert Clarke will contributes a number of scholarly essays and reviews. Appre-
ciations of outstanding characteristics of Canadian communities will be continued, with “Ottawa the
Unusual,” by Augustus Bridle, and * Fredericton,” by Emily P. Weaver, among the first to appear.

HISTORICAL.— Mr. W. S. Wallace's researches have brought him into touch with some valuable new
material touching upon particular persons or incidents connected with the history of the Dominion. Mr.
Edmund Morris, has made some valuable discoveries relating to the Blackfoot Indians.  This will be an
extremely interesting contribution.  Miss Ida Burwash will have a numker of historical articles and
reviews, the first to appear being entiled ** Ontario in 1837." Judge William Renwick Riddell will
review the observations of a German traveller in Ontario 1837. The Fenian Raid of 1866 will be

described in a most vivid way by one who was taken prisoner by the invaders.

TRAVEL.—Vivid, picturesque, impressive descriptions of places and conditions both in Canada and
abroad from A. R. Carman, Newton MacTavish, Emily P. Weaver, W. Lacy Amy, J. Harry Smith.

FICTION. —Only the best short stories will be considered. Manuscripts have been received from
and arrangements made for contributions from the following writers:—Robert Barr, Arthur Stringer,
Mrs. Isobel Ecclestone Mackay, Theodore Roberts, Miss L. M. Montgomery, Miss A. Clare Giffin,
Peter McArthur, Alan Sullivan, Thomas Stanley Moyer, W. Lacey Amy, Miss St. Clair Moor
Mrs. Virna Sheard, Miss Currie Love. b

POETRY.-The Canadian Magazine has an international reputation for the excellence of its poetry.
No one who wishes to keep in touch with the best current Canadian poetry can afford to miss the
Canadian Magazine.

Tue CanapisN TIAGAZINE

TORONTO, CANADA

TO ANY ADDRESS IN GREAT BRITAIN, IRELAND AND MOST OF THE COLONIES THE
SUBSCRIPTION PRICE IS TWO DOLLARS AND FIFTY CENTS A YEAR POSTPAID
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THE TEST OF TIME

Horrockses

Longcloths, Nainsooks,
Cambrics, India Longcloths,
See Horrockses’ name on Selvedge.
Sheetings,
Ready-Made Sheets

(Plain and Hemstitched)

See Horrockses’ name on each sheet.

LoNG Cior
fﬁ%’ h,—SH.
\,*i\ !

s

F lannelettes

of the Highest Quality

See Horrockses’ name on selvedge.

ESTABLISHED 1791°

Obtainable from the principal stores of the Dominion

WHAT RECOMMENDS ITSELF ?

€ LAK&W Fﬂa
MA@QN G IN

REQUIRES NO HEAT. WARRANTED INDELIBLE
NEW MATELLIC PEN WITH EVERY BOTTLE
NICKLE LINEN STRETCHER WITH EACH LARGE SIZE
Of all Stationers Chemists and Stores or Post Free for One Shilling (25¢.) from the Inventors.

COOPER DENNISON & WALKDEN Lp. 7453568 2c. " ENGLAND

LONDON E.C.

sasS S

IT HAS NOEQUAL ‘‘ The Queen of Toilet Preparations” & Eatirely Remores and

FOR KEEPING %= (FJBEETHANS ) noucini=s
THE SKIN TV Y2 Y & y IRRITATION,
Y00 /L kL) CHAPS, Etc.
SOFT, lNVE.:l)ABLE
SMOOTH, T —— “THE SKIN
AND WHITE SOOTHING AND REFRESHING AN coRmimXCr

after Cycling, Motoring, Skating, Dancing, ete.

FROST, COLD WINDS
AT ALL SEASONS M, BEETHAM & SON, Cheltenham, England  ..i HARD WATER.

Ask your Chemist for it, and accept no subslitute.

\
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Wherever there is
a case of enfeebled
digestion, whether from

INFANTS, advancing age, illness,
INVALIDS anp or general debility, there

is a case for Benger's

THE AGED. Food.

When the stomach becomes weakened, the digestion of
ordinary food becomes only partial, and at times is painful, little
of the food is assimilated, and the body is consequently insufficiently
nourished.  This is where Benger’s Food helps. It contains m itself
the natural digestive principles, and 1s quite different from any other
food obtainable.  All doctors know and approve of its composition,
and prescribe it freely.

The British Medical Journal says: “ Benger's Food has, &y 7ts excellence, established a reputation of its own”

BeNGER'S NEW BOOKLET deals with the most common doubts and difficulties which mothers have to encounter.
1t is sent poss free on application to Benger's Food, Ltd., Otter Works, Manchester, Eng.

Benger's Food is sold in tins by Druggists, etc., everywhere. B41

N e e e e

"TO MOTHERS!

Thousands of persons annually testify to the unfailing efficacy of Doctor Steadman's Teething
Powders, for all disorders during the period of cutting teeth.

Doctor Stedman’s
Teething Powders

are guaranteed by the Proprietor and by the highest analytical authorities, to contain no opium
nor other dangerously soothing ingredient, thereby making them the safest and best medicine for

Children. Ask distinctly for DOCTOR STEDMAN’S TEETHING POWDERS and

see the Trade Mark “A;DEEWM a Gum Lancet on every packet and powder, and be not

imposed upon by substitutes.

To be obtained OF ALL CHEMISTS and STORES
Depot: 125, New North Road, London N, Englanad
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GET YOUR CLOTHING MADE IN ENGLAND BY
EGERTON BURNETT, LTD.

Time is saved and the delivery of your order facilitated by obtaining Egerton Burnett Ltd’s
samples from Toronto, where they can now be obtained. (Sce below).

AN ENGLISH SUIT BY MAIL IN THREE WEEKS

24 ROYAL WARRANTS OF APPOINTMENT

EGERTON BURNETT ILtd., have gained a world-wide reputation for Fit,

Style and Workmanship, and their Clothing Fabrics, which are of a high-
class character, give a vast amount of satisfaction in wear and appearance. Their
Gartqents h.ave. those indefinable and distinctive features which are found in good
English Tailoring, and the materials are fashionable and reliable.

THE “WELLESLEY”

PURE WOOL
ROYAL SERGES The Hall-mark of ROYAL SERGE
44 inches wide at 63cts. per

of superior guality, in many
weaves an qolours, for yard. An inexpensive Cost-
Ladies and - Children from ume fabric for Ladies and
48cts.; and for Men and Boys Children, in China Blue,

Amethyst, Mole Grey, Violet,

from 86cts. per yard, double :

width. Nitxiugle Worih Navy, Black, Cream, etc.
Lgdie;:s’ Costumes from. ...$6.35 Boys’ Suits from ........ $3.05 Y

qus Dresses from...... $2.30 Men’s Suits from........ $9.45

Shirt Waists from ........ $2.05 Men'’s Overceats from. ... $6.45

Postage about 75cts. extra.

Particulars as to styles and prices are
given in catalogue sent from Toronto,
on request.

PURE WOOL BLANKETS
AS SUPPLIED TO
H. M. QUEEN ALEXANDRA
Nicely finished, warm, comfortable and

durable.
Size 81x63 ins., $3.65 per pair
Size gox72 ins., $4.85 per pair
Size 99x81 ins., $6.30 per pair
Size 108xgo ins., $8.30 per pair

DROP A POSTCARD
TO-DAY TO

ECERTON BURNETT, LTD.,
¢/0. J. J.- CIBBONS, LTD.
119 West Wellington St., TORONTO

For Samples, Measurement Blanks, Style

SR

Plates, Price Lists, Etc. Ladies’ Coat made to order in

Overcoat made to order in " “Dunoon’” Tweed with neat

Superior Irish Frieze for $19.25 ORELO check effect, brown and green
shades, for $17.65

EGERTON BURNETT, LTD.

R. W. Warehouse, Wellington, Somerset, England
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BONNIE PRINCE CHARLIE

Is a new and exquisite Perfume of a rich,
refined, fragrant and lasting odour—remind-
ing one of the rare scent of White Heather.

CRRRE

Lingering fragrance in every drop.

BONNIE PRINCE CHARLIE PERFUME
is contained in elegant square bottles, with
cut-glass stoppers, daintily finished and titled
in gold on a Royal Stewart Tartan label

BONNIE PRINCE CHARLIE PERFUME
is packed in two styles. (1) In a handsome
case lined with Royal Stewart Tartan silk,
the exterior covered with tartan and the
top of the lid bearing a portrait of
Bonnie Prince Charlie. Price $2.25.
Makes a charming and elegant Xmas
Gift.

(2) In a dainty cardbox, which can
be had in various tartans, Price $1.00,

ONLY ONE QUALITY—THE BEST

An exquisite novelty, unique in per-
fume and effect, and unlike anything
else that has been offered. For bureau
drawers, wardrobes, linen chests, etc.
The new Royal Vinolia Sachet satisfies
the most exacting and most discrimin-
ating users. Unlike liquid perfume, it
releases gradually its exquisite fra- : VINOLIA €2 L
grance, which clings to every garment ‘ PARLS, 'LONDO)

in the same drawer, giving that subtle :
hint of perfume so much desired.

Price 35c. each
Order from your druggist or store now. B oo

Cunndiae, v Vinolia Co., Limited witeeente
A GG A A AT Y GG G I G o o A e E Y R A TR

T o H ORI CICICICICT GG e Glet IS eI CHaICHar St iciaiai i e aia G Ui

TR PRt ST RO SR TOTOR T T XOt LT oXat Ut oot oot S IOt i ot St Ut Ut OE e Ut i
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LONDON

The Prince of Wales
Hotel

DE VERE GARDENS, KENSINGTON
HYDE PARK, W.

For Home Comforts and Cuisine unsurpassed
Accommodation for 140 Visitors

- THE PRINCE OF WALES HOTEL, W.

Situation most fashionable and central for pleasure and bus-
iness, nearly opposite Kensington Palace and Gardens, guiet,
being just off the High Street, Kensington, near the Albert
Hall, within & few minutes’ ride of Hyde Park Corner.

THE PRINCE OF WALES HOTEL, W,

Terms, inclusive, en pension, weekly. single, £2 12s. 6d. and
upwards Special reductionsto families and ot?ce(r)z.
¢ 8

Single Bedrooms 1 . E 5 . 0d.
Breakfast i : i A 3 5 o 0d,
Luncheon , g 5 & i o % 2s. 6d.
Dinner 3s. 6d.

Or daily, with full board and baths . from 9s. 0d.

THE PRINCE OF WALES HOTEL, W.
Ladies and gentlemen contemplating taking up or changing
their residence in London are ?eqll)xeste( to inspect this residen-
tial Hotel.
e Telegrams : Telephone No.:

‘Suasively, London."" 3022 Kensington (2 lines).
Address: MANAGER, PRINCE OF WALES HOTEL

- DE VERE GARDENS

KENSINGTON, LONDON, W.

For Detailed Tariffs, Apply Canadian Magazine,
Travel Bureau, Toronto, Ont.
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HIS Hotel, with its strikingly handsome ex-
terior and commanding position facing the

THE
D E v E R E Kensington Gardens, is a well-known Kensing-
tonlandmark. It has Public Rooms and Lounges
on the Ground Floor, is fully licensed, and is
H OT E L generally considered to be the most Select,

Fashionable, and Moderate Hotel in the district,

For Tariff, Address En pension terms, from 10/6 daily
MANA G R ERE HOTEL En pension terms, from £3/3/0 weekly
KENSINGTON
LONDOR, W, 1ift to all floors. Electric Light, radiators.
b Bedrooms centrally heated. Separate tables.

Telegrams: ‘‘Improvisor, London” v A SV
Telephone : 524, Kensington Private suites and sitting rooms.

The Prince of Wales Hotel

is a fully-licensed High-Class Residential Hotel, with accommodation for 140 visitors; it
is luxuniously fumished, and has a service so excellent, with prices so moderate, that
visitors staying n London for a longer period than a few days often find it to their
interest to reside at the above rather than at the larger or more expensive centrally-
situated Hotels. Arrangements can be made for Motor Garage, Stabling, etc., in the
immediate vicinity.

\ LONDON, W. |
;’ Che Broad-Dalk Potel

DE VERE GARDENS

» KENSINGTON, W.
Tel. No.
858, Kensinglon e
Telegrams : In the immediate vicinity of

the BROAD-WALK,
Kensington
Gardens.

,,Kensingtonian, London. "’
, .
INCLUSIVE EN PENSION

TERMS, from 8/= pet Day
BEDROOMS from 3/6 per Night

ELECTRIC LIGHT LIFT TO ALL FLOORS

Address : MANAGER’ BROAD-WALK HOTEL, De Vere Gardens, KENSINGTON, W.
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DIRECT FROM THE LOOM TO THE CONSUMER.

Write for Samples and Price List (sent Post Free) and Save 50 Per Cent:

ROBINSON & GLEAVER

BELFAST, IRELAND Chom

Regent Street and Cheapside, London; also Liverpool.
_ - Telegraphic Address: (“ LINEN, BELFAST.")
IRISH LINEN AND DAMASK MANUFACTURERS

AND FURNISHERS BY ROVAL WARRANT OF APPOINTMENT.

Supply Palaces, Mansions, Villas, Cottages, Hotels, Railways, Steamships,
Institutions, Regiments and the General Public, direct with every description of

HOUSEHOLD LINENS

From the Least Expensive to the Finest in the World.

W hich, being woven by Hand, wear longer, and retain the Rich Satin appearance to the last.

By obtaining direct, all intermediate profits are saved, and the cost is no more than that
usually charged for common-power loom goods.

IRISH LINENS: Linen Sheetings, two yards wide, 48c. per yard; 2)4 yards wide, 67c. per
yard; Roller Towelling, 18 in .wide, 9c. per yard; Surplice Linen, 24c. per yard; Dus-
ters from 78¢. Glass Cloths, $1.18 per doz. Fine Linens and Linen Diaper, 23c. per
yard. Our Special Soft-finished Longcloth from 10c. per yard.

IRISH DAMASK TABLE LINEN: Fish Napkins, 94c. per doz. Dinner Napkins, $1.56
per doz. Table Cloths, two yards square, 94c.; 2}, yards by 8 yards, $1.90 each.
Kitchen Table Cloths, 23c. each. Strong Huckaback Towels, $1.32 per doz. Mono-
grams, Crests, Coats of Arms, Initials, etc., woven or embroidered. (Special atten-
tion to Club, Hotel or Mess Orders.)

MATCHLESS SHIRTS: With 4-fold fronts and cuffs and bodies of fine Longcloth, $8.52
the half doz. (to measure, 48c. extra). New Designs in our special Indiana Gauze
Oxford and Unshrinkable Flannels for the Season. OLD SHIRTS made good as new,
with good materials in Neckbands, Cuffs and Fronts for $3.36 the half doz.

IRSIH CAMBRIC POCKET HANDKERCHIEFS: “The Cambrics of Robinson & Cleaver
have a world-wide fame.”’—The Queen. ‘‘Cheapest Handkerchiefs I have ever seen.’”’
—Sylvia's Home Journal. Children’s, from 30c. to $1.18 per doz. ; Ladies’, from 60c.
to $2.75 per doz. ; Gentlemen’s, from 84c. to $3.84 per doz. Hemstitched—Ladies’, 66c.
to $8.40 per doz.; Gentlemen’s, from 94c. to $6.00 per doz.

IRISH COLLARS AND CUFFS: Collars—Gentlemen’s 4-fold, newest shapes from $1.18
per doz. Cuffs—For gentlemen, from $1.66 per doz. Surplice Makers to Westmin-
ter Abbey, and the Cathedrals and Churches of the United Kingdom. ‘‘Their Irish Col-
lars, Cuffs, Shirts, etc., have the merits of excellence and cheapness.”” —Court Ciroular.

IRISH UNDERCLOTHING: A luxury now within the reach of all Ladies. Chemises,
trimmed embroidery, 56c. ; Nightdresses, 94c.; Combinations, $1.08. India or Colonial
?sutﬁtls‘ fr;)m $52.68; Bridal Trousseaux from $32.04; Infants’ Layettes from $15.00.

ee List).

N.B.—To prevent delay all Letter-Orders and Inquiries for Samples should be Addressed :

ROBINSON & CLEAVER, 42A Donegall Place, BELFAST, IRELAND.

NOTE.—Beware of parties using our name. We employ neither Agents nor Travellers.
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Cheapside,

Single Pairs at Warehouse Prices

1 cents per pair.
The ““Blenheim’’ Best quality,
Oak, Dark Grey or Black, spear

prix seam sewn, 2 press buttons, 9
per pair.

Made in White, Grey, Beaver and
shades, pique sewn, 2 buttons. 46
per pair

or White, 69 cents per pair.

made, Prix Seam Sewn, Tan or Grey

| pair.

per pair.

Toronto, or will be sent post free from England.

General Post Office, London, England

Address
all Orders

The *“Connaught” Ladies' Stronf
Cape Cloves, in Tan or Oak Shades, spear
oints, prix seam sewn, 2 press buttons,

Fine

Cape Gloves, British Made in White, Tan,
points,

cents

Ladies’ Doeskin Gloves, British

Tan
cents

Ladies’ S8axe Doeskin Gloves,
British made, best quality, with Strap and
Press Button, in Tan, Beaver, Putty, Grey

The Canadian, Buck Finish, British

with

Self Sewn Points, 3 Buttons, 95 cents per

| Ladies’ Real Deerskin Gloves,
i in Dark Tan and Dark Grey, British Made,
J Prix Seam Sewn, 2 Press Buttons, $1.19

The World’s Greatest Glove House is

The LONDON GLOVE COMPANY

London, England

Attention is directed to the following makes of Gloves all of which are of British manufacture and subject to Preferential Tariff.

No intermediate Profits

Ladies’ Best quality Real Rein-
der, British made, Prix-seam Sewn, in rich
shades of Tan or Grey, $2.07 per pair.

LINED GLOVES

Ladies’ Brown or Black Chev-
rette Gloves, British made, with Woollen
Lining, 3 Press Buttons, 69 cents per pair.

Ladies’ Brown Chevrette Gloves,
with Wool Lining, Fur Lined Wrists, and Fur
Tops, Elastic at Wrist, 95 cents. per pair.

Ladies’ Fine Chevrette, British
made, in Brown or Grey, with Fur Tops, half
Lined with Fur, $1.09 per pair.

Ladies’ Superior quality Chev-
rette Gloves, in Brown or Black, British
made, Lined throughout with Fur, Elastic
Gusset Wrist, similar to above illustration,
$1 58 per pair.

Ladies’ Best quality Cape Glcves, Lined throughout with
Fur, Elastic Gusset Wrist as above illustration, in Brown shades only,
British made, $1.95 per pair.

Ladies' Reindeer Gloves, in Tan or Grey, Lined with Grey
Squirrel Fur, Elastic Gusset Wrist, $:2.80 per pair.

Mail Orders carefully executed and despatched by next steamer.
A detailed and illustrated Price List sent %oat free, or may be obtained from the CANADIAN MAGAZINE Office,

Remittances, including postage. by International Money Order, payable to THE LONDON GLOVE COMPANY,

The LONDON GLOVE COMPANY, Cheapside, LONDON, England

UNDERWEARj

Wolsey is Reliable

You can trust Wolsey—trust
it to guard our health and
trust it to ensure your comfort.

Wolsey has none of the defects of
common underwear. It is pure
wool, unshrinkable, perfect in fit
and finish, and made by the largest
underwear manufacturers in

Great Britain. ; i

WOLSEY

UNDERWEAR
GUARANTEE
Every Wolsey gar-

Sold in all weights and

sizes for men, women and

children. Atk also to see

Wolsey Cashmere Hose and ment is guaranteed

(‘ashmere and Fingering unshrinkable ; if iv
should shrink in
wash or wear it

will be replaced ab-

Haif Hose.
=olutely FREE.

Obtainable of Stores
Everywhere.

CAMP

COFFEE
The Worker's Coffee !

Fortifies and Refreshes.

A spoonful of ‘Camp,” boiling
water and milk make a grand
cup of coffee in a few seconds.

No Waiting! No Waste!
No Trouble
R. Paterson & Sons, z

Coffes Specialists
Glasgow.

i
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LR BOY'S SETS3
HIGHLAND COSTUMES

Send to-day for Patterns, Sketches, Self-
Mea:urement Form and Catalogue.
2 We pay Half-Postage to all parts of
. the World.

Specimen ‘‘Full Dress’’ Highland Costume
As Illustration, Sx’zg 2, Probable Age 6 Years

1st, Q'T'ty
v%vcttnoublemm o
e .
e f 8 As a rule
gltx)(')uﬁll:id Br(;oc)- 2 ;g
D . 1 you find that the longer
i Chain Strap - : 33’ 1
Vel iy people have used it, the
Cap Crest - - - 25 s 3
. Cocktail Feather * 25 less inclined they are ever
Collar and Tie - 25

i Tartan Hose - - 5
x Patent Leather
Brogues - - - 20"

to go without

|Calverts

$16 4.
E  Extras though not necessa
¢ Dirk - - . - 825
: Skean Dhu -

- 1
Set Highland Belts 5
Kilt Pin - - - .

! The price of the above est-
¢ imate rises and falls 70c. ac-
: cording to size.
ESTIMATES GIVEN.
: For Gentlemens Highland Costumes whole or part of same

WE INVITE CORRESPONDENCE.
ADAIR & CO., Hefidih

ey SPECIALISTS

74, South Bridge, EDINBURGH, SCOTLAND.

FREE LACE COVER, with B

jolh Powder

They know—they can tell from their
teeth—how well this dentifrice does
what they want, that food particles
are never allowed to accumulate
round teeth which are kept so
beautifully clean. Then it contains

PEACH’SLAC£CURTAINS the antiseptic properties needed, and

g i 1 1 ratching the
58 Years Reputation, Makers Contrenet Curtains, it pohshes _w1_thput sC Ing
Double Strength, Latest Catalogue, largest issued enamel‘ andxsdlstmctlypleasant to use.

Post Free. Lace, Serge, Tapestry, Muslins,
Curtains, Casement Fabrics, Table Linen, YOUR DRUGGIST SELLS IT
G\  Tins, 15c., 30c., and 45c. (o

adies’ & Gents' Underwear, Shoes, Costumes,
i Sprinkler-top glass jar, 35c. ¥
|

COVER, with Book of 1,000 BARGAINS.

Gents’ Clothing., A Whole Warehouse in Book
form to fook through, Import your own goeds British
made and Reliable. Write to-day. : -
CURTAIN PARCEL Post>s & $6.60 FOR A TRIAL SAMPLE |
Duty Paid . 2, send 2c. stamp to F. C. Calvert & Co., , \9
All Patent Contrenet Make, durability guaranteed. 549, ‘Dorchester St. West, Montreal.
prs. good quality Point Lace Design Curtains
1 31vds. long, 60ins. wide, worth $2 per pair.
pair Handsome Curtains, rich old Lace,
vds, long, 60ins. wide. (In White or Ecru.)
1pr.Curtains, Ribbon&Bow design 3yds.by43ins.
uchesse Toilet Set of Six Lace Covers.
DPehvered to your home Postage & Duty Paid $6.60
irect from the Actual Makers. Greatest Valueever offered.
SAM. PFACH & SONS, The Looms.
Dept. 664 NOTTINGHAM, England. p

OUTHALL

SANITARY TOWELS

ly for full particulars and ramples to the Agent
for ﬁlip ylv)oronrini":)n,p SCHEAK, Carlaw Buildings,

Wellington Street West, Toronto.

Southalls’ Sanitary Towels (the original and best).

Southalls’ Accouch it Sets (containing all
Requisites in Three Sizes).

Southalls’ Sheets for Accouchement and nther
Sanitary Specialities.

& BARCLAY, LTD., Birmingham, England.

Modern science and the spread of Hygiene
made the invention and manufacture of
Southalls’ Sanitary Towels possible. Since
1880 they have become widely known and
appreciated as an indispensable article for
adies’ use, possessing advantages whic
recommend them to every woman.

Manufactured by SOUTHALL BR(S.
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SPEAKING
FROM

THE DOCTOR: * Ah! yes, restiess

and feverish. Give him a Steed-
maa’s Powder aad he will soon
be all right.”

Steedman’s Soothing Powders

CONTAIN
NO
POISON

Oakey’s

SILVERSMITHS’ SOAP

For Cleaning Plate

Oakey’s

EMERY CLOTH

Glass Paper, Flint Paper

Oakey’s

“WELLINGTON” KNIFE POLISH

Best for Cl and Polishi

Oakey’s

“WELLINGTON”” BLACK LEAD

Best for Stoves, etc.

Cutlery

OAKEY’S GOODS SOLD EVERYWHERE

JOHN OAKEY & SONS, LTD.
Wellingt Mills, Lond Eng., S.E.

1910

has been a year of notable progress for the
The Great-West Life Assurance Company.

The business written is largely in excess
of that of any previous year, and as most
satisfactory conditions prevail in respect to
the permanence of the Company’s business,
the Gain for the yeur is a most satisfactory
item.

The three conditions that so largely
account for the Company’s success—high
interest earnings, a low expense and favor-
able mortality are again prominent features
in the record for 1910,

Such progress affords convincing evi-
dence of the wide appreciation of the low
rates and high profits characterizing the
Policies of

The Great-West Life

Assurance Company
Head Office - - Winnipeg

Ask for a Great West Calendar—free on reques;

WESTERN

ASSURANCE COMPANY

Incorporated In 1851

ASSETS, $3,267,082,55
LIABILITIES, 640,597.32
SECURITY TO POLICY-

HOLDERS 2,629,485.23

LOSSES paid since organization of Company
$52,441,172.44

DIRECTORS:

Hon. GEO. A. COX, President
W. R. BROCK and JOHN HOSKIN, K. C. LL.D
Vice-Presidents
W.B. MEIKLE, Managing Director.

HEAD OFFICE, TORONTO
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Christma

WILL SOON BE HERE

A Good Book Makes The
Most Acceptable Gift

b2

A\
/i\
A
B

WE HAVE PREPARED A LARGE, ILLUSTRATED

e Catalogue of Books Suit-
able for Christmas Gifts

\
Before selecting your presents write us for this catalogue | W
It will only cost you one cent for a postcard :;
and will save you time and money. ::;
W
TWO BOOKS WE RECOMMEND W
| A Beautiful Gift Book :z;

The Second Chance !
! THOROUGHLY CANADIAN x \!;
iy

Bv NELLIE L. McCLUNG

A WREATH OF CANADIAN SONG \V/

Agthor of “Sowing Seeds in Danny”

Cloth, with colored frontispiece,

Containing Biographical Sketches and
numerous selections from Canadian Poets

$1.25 postpaid. : P T

I"Iere is a book worth while. A book . ke M.RS' = M g E-EDG,AR \"

which, when you have read it you will want | With an introduction by W. D. Lighthall \',

to pass on to your friends. Full of cheerful \ )
g?féftlir: ds:;li(ityfnfectlous humor ; ~ clever, Cloth, 285 pages. [Illustrated. $1.25 net. \ ,
Every lover of “ Danny ” will revel in this The Best Gift Book for Canadians to send \.’

" book., abroad \',
I‘\ OF ALL BOOKSELLERS \
N WH B i bublisber and 29 37 R " d S[ W W
AN William Briggs, “woonsetier, Zd-ol hlb mond ol W. §
" TORONTO, ONTARIO /

O~~~

..... P

kw"’:’: S S STEEKKKKKEsSSES mj
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adr. Frowde's

1010 #Hnnouncement of Special Publications

RICHARD DEHAN

The Dop Doctor

Cloth, $1.25

It begins at its best. ~An Englishman
struggling over the South African veldt in the
days before the war with the dead body of a
woman who is not his wife and their child of
three, the frantic, mad burial by the wayside,
the man’s death, the child’s abandonment to a
horrid rufflan.

Then the child’s growing up neglected,
beaten, and when woman-hood is approaching
the worst. And then escape and rescue, the
gentle love of a saintly nun, the finding of
happiness and content.

Next the war, Gueldersdorp (Mafeking,
or, maybe, Kimberley) is besieged. Outside
are the Boers, slim, relentless. Inside the cool
masterly, unhistrionic commandant and the
Dop Doctor—a great surgeom, broken by bad
fortune, bedraggled by drink, finding his soul
again amid the turmoil and the strife.

Who touches this book touches a man. I
am grateful for the thrills “The Dop Doctor’’
has given me. It is a novel among a thousand.

—Speclator 6th Canadian Ed.

ROBERT E. KNOWLES

The Handicap

Mr. Knowles has achieved an infinitely

. human and appealing story in this narrative of

the noble life of Dinny Riley, the witty, laugh-
able, lovable Irishman, who set up his tavern
in the Canadian borderland and sacrificed his
livelihood for the sake of a principal.

Cloth, $r1.25

Other books in constant demand by this
author are :—
The Attic Guest,.......... cloth, $r.25

The Web of Time,........ o 1.25
The Dawn at Shanty Bay.. 1.00
Undertow,........ seoce. s 1.25
St. Cuthberts’s,.c......-- EL 1.25

WILLIAM DE MORGAN

An Affair of Dishonor
Cloth, $1.25

These De Morgan novels are the
very best thing in fiction since Dickens
and Thackeray. Many Editors and
Reviewers have described Joseph Vance
as the first really great novel of the 2oth
Century.

Other novels by De Morgan are :—
It Never Can Happen Again, cloth, $1.25

Joseph-Vance; . 0. it 1.25
Alice #br Short, ..o, ... .. e L
Somehow Good,............ A8 1.25

W. J. LOCKE

Simon The Jester
Cloth, Illustrated, $1.25

New York Globe; ‘‘Thank heaven for Locke
He is one of the blithest spirits in modern
fiction, and revives one’s drooping faith in the
art, “Simon the Jester’’ is as good a story as
M. Locke has wriitten.”

. Chicago Tribune: ‘‘Vivacious discerning’,
epigramatic, witty, and altogether delightful.’

American Magazine : ‘‘Full of wit and
action and life, with all the charm of the
author’s famous ‘‘Septimus” and more. The
characters are all out of the ordinary and
splendidly depicted, and the end is an artistic
trimmph—a fitting climax for a story thatis
full of charm and surprise.”

The following tales by Locke are steady sellers
vear afler year:—

Septititis o, Sanein ol e n o $1.25

AT ALL BOOKSTORES

HENRY

25-27 RICHMOND

ST. WEST, e

The Beloved Vagabond,............ 1.25
Morals of Marcus Ordeyne,. ........ 1.25
HAoll 2o s o i ol o ) aole 1.25
At the Gate of Samsria,............ 1.25
Mhere Loveis, i i ieaiieindaian. .25
"TORONTO
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Solendid Books by Poputar Huthors

WE HAVE

EVERYTHING

IN BOOKS
AND
MAGAZINES

i
A

Show your appreciation of Canadian talent,
especially when displayed to such a remark-
able degree as in “Janey Canuck in the
West,” by Emily Ferguson (Mrs. Arthur
Murphy of Edmonton). It is full of fun, in-
formation and real merit. Now in its fourth

edition in Canada. Beautifully bound. $1.50.

“The Faith of a Layman,” by Professor

Osborne (of Winnipeg), is another Canadian

masterpiece. Of immense interest and value

to all lovers of real religion.

“What's Wrong With the World,” by G.
K. Chesterton. The title is indicative of the
character of the book. The author’s name
is a guarantee that there is somethmg of

more than ordinary interest in this powerful
work.

Ask us for Suggestions for Christmas Books
__school libraries, etc., before ordering from
your local bookseller. [llustrated catalogues

and sampl: magazines gladly sent gratis.

CASSELL & Co., Ltd., Publishers

42 Adelaide Street West -

- TORONTO
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Price $2.90 Net Eighth Edition— Revised
Post Extra 20c.

The Days of His Flesh

The Earthly Life of our Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ

By the Rev. DAVID SMITH, M.A,, D.D.

Professor of Theologhy in Magee College, Londonderry.
Author of *“ Man’s Need of God,” *“ The Pilgrim’s Hospice,’” efc.

Principal Marcus Dods said of this Book :—
““ Happily Mr. Smith possesses over and above these necessary qualifications,
q] imagination enough to see the various scenes and incidents, which he des-
cribes, as well as ability to reproduce them in graphic and vigorous language.
It is not going too far to say that there is no * Life of Christ’ in which the whole
gospel narrative is reproduced in so readable and intelligible a form.”’

late Dean of Canterbury’s ‘ Life of Christ’ will always keep his name in

memory. But popular as it was, it came too soon in the development of
English New Testament scholarship, and the interval between then and now has
been filled by a number of notable commentaries of the separate Gospels, and a
closer examination of the genesis of the Gospel records as a whole. Smaller
commentaries are at the disposal of the humblest student, and our examination
system has compelled most of us to make a definite study of one or more of the
Gospels. The result is that we are now ready for a book that will put the four
together for us. But the careful scholarship which has gone to the making of
the commentaries on the individual Gospels—Wescott, Swete, Plummer, to
mention but three instances—will inevitably set the type of our requirements in
the case of the compendium. We have, in other words, out-grown ‘ Farrar.’
His purple passages will not serve us as substitutes for the exact meaning of a
phrase or the precise bearing of incident on incident. In fact, a Life of Christ
which is to last for the purposes of study must be content to instruct the mind
rather than titillate the Senses............ The point is, that here is the sort of book
we want on this greatest of all subjects.”’—The Times (London.)

Cloth, 549 pages, $2.00 Net

q ¢ We shall not stay to argue the need for a substitute for ‘ Farrar,” The

UPPER CANADA TRACT SHOP
Book Shop

9 Richmond St. East 3 3 Toronto
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_ Note our New Address
235 YONGE STREET

Headquarters for
Hymn Books, Bibles, Prayer Books,
Gift Books, Annuals and the Latest

Popular Fiction

Our Christmas Goods are now on Display

Che ¢hurch Book Room

LIMITED.
235 YONGE STREET

TORONTO, ONT.
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ARE YOU HOME HUNGRY OR LAND HUNGRY‘S

DO YOU FIND YOURSELF CROWDED AND THE OUT-
LOOK CIRCUMSCRIBED?

HAVE YOU DECIDED TO LOOK OUT FOR ANOTHER
SITUATION WITH BETTER PROSPECTS?

Then you are invited to consider Western Canada, where you
can obtain

A Free Farm—A Fine Home

Unlimited Opportunities and a Chance on the Ground Floor

The land is offered free by the Canadian Government, and settlement
conditions are easy.

SYNOPSIS OF HOMESTEAD REGULATIONS

Any person who is the sole head of a family, or any male 18 years old, may homestead a quarter-section of
available Dominion land in Manitoba, Saskatchewan or Alberta. The applicant must appear in person at the
Dominion Lands Agency or Sub-Agency for the district. Entry by proxy may be made at any agency, on certain
conditions, by father, mother, son, daughter, brother or sister of intending homesteader.

DUTIES—Six months' residence upon and cultivation of the land in each of three years. A homesteader may
live within nine miles of his homestead on a farm of at least 80 acres solely owned and occupied by him, or by his
father, mother, son, daughter, brother or sister.

In certain districts a homesteader in good standing may Fre-empt a quarter-section alongside his homestead.
Price, $3.00 per acre. Duties—Must reside six months in each of six years from date of homestead entry (including
the time required to earn homestead patent) and cultivate 80 acres of homestead or pre-emption.

A homesteader who has exhausted his homestead right and cannot obtain a vre-emption may take a purchased
homestead in certain districts. Price, $3.00 per acre,

DUTIES—Must reside six months in each of three years, cultivate fifty acres and erect a house worth $300.00.

Full particulars will be sent free of charge on application to

W. D. SCOTT, Superintendent of Immigration, - - Ottawa,” Canada
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Blen dbawr

651 SPADINA AVENUE, TORONTO
A Residential and Day School for Girls

i

:

i Yo

Large Staff of Highly Qualificd and Exper-
jenced Teachers and Profestors. Native
French and German Teachers.

Pupils prepared for the Universities and
for- Examinations in Music of Toronto
University, the Conservatory of Musie, and
the Toronto College of Mnsic.

Modern Educational Methods, efining
Influences, and Well-regulated Home.

Lawn Tennis and other games. Rink.

sor Prospectus apply to
MISS VEALS, Principal,

WESTBOURNE

School for Girls
340 Bloor Street West, Toronto, Canada.

A residential and day school, well appointed, well
managed and convenient.Students prepared for Univer-
sity Examinations. Specialists in each department.
Affiliated with the Toronto Conservatory of Music.
Dr. Edward Fisher, Musical Director; F. McGillivray
Knowles, R. C. A., Art Director. For announcement

and information address the Principal,
MISS M. CURLETTE, B.A.

STAMMERERS

The Associated Board
OF THE The method employed at the
ARNOTT INSTITUTE are the only

Ro al H logical methods for the cure of stam-
v caaemv of muSlc m%ring. They treat the CAUSE—-
AND not merely the habit, and insure

NATURAL Speech. If you hawe
the slightest impediment in your

Roval zouege °f muSic speeck, don’t hesitate to write us.
Pamph-

Cured pupils everywhere.

LONDON, ENG. let, particulars and references sent
For I, » on request.
ocal Examinations in Music in the THE ARNOTT INSTITUTE
BERLIN, ONT., CAN.

BriTISH EMPIRE

Patron—His Majesty the King. ALMA COLLEGE |

training for any calling; prepares girls

Mus;rhe é\"nual Examinations in Practical ives practical iing for any cailtog;)
C an i or home responsibilities. Conducted on sensible
Canady § Theory will be held throughout rinciples. Ploked faculty. Refined home surround-
a in May and June 1911. An Exhibi- ngs. Careful, thorough instruction. Situation,

: climate ideal. Tuition low. Address for prospectus

and terms, Robert I. Warner, M. A., D. D., President
12

St. Thomas, Ont.
Syllabus, Music for the Examinations .
- —. WINTER SUITS AND OVERCOATS

and a]] i
articul i

appli B p ars may be Obtalned on We make the cloth and we make the !

cation to Clothes. You save emormously- {

ti
o1 value about $500 is offered annually.

and secure the finest materials in
deal'ng direct with us.  Suits and
Overcoats to measure from $85.10-
to $14 10. Cloth supplied 49¢. per-
yd. up. Value and fit guaranteed.
Write for Cloth Samples. Measure-.
ment Charts and Style Books Mailed
¥ree to any part of Canada; also-
Particulars of Duties and Carriage.

E. BRIERLEY & C0., 50 station St., Huddersfieid, Eng.

. M. WARING DAVIS
(Resident Secretary for Canada.)
87 Shuter Street, Montreal.

C.
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Faculty of
100 Specialists

Attendance last
Season over 1800
Students

Pupils may enter
at any time.

TORONTO CONSERVATORY OF MUSIC

Edward Fisher, Mus. Doc., Musical Director
Send for 160 page Year Book Special Calendar for School of Expression

LOWER GCANADA COLLEGE

Notre Dame de Grace Healthy situation. Use of Westmount Athletic
MONTREAL. grounds. 2 tennis courts. 2 rinks. Gymnasium.
ini tem
For Boarders and D 3 Sloyd (Manual Training) room. Exce.lle.nt sys
” - Bo.ys of heating, ventilating and humidifying class
HEAD MASTER | rooms and dormitories.

C. S. FUSBERY’ M. A. BOYS PREPARED FOR THE UNIVERSITIES AND

Late Headmaster, St. John’s Sch THE R.M.C., KINGSTON

Queen’s dniversity and €ollege

KINGSTON, ONTARIO

THE ARTS COURSE leads to the degrees of B.A. and M.A., D.Se., and Ph.D.

THE EDUCATIONAL COURSES, under agreement with the Ontario Education Department, are sw%«l a
the professional courses for (a) First Class Public School Certificate ; (b) High School Assistant’s Interim Certificate
(¢) Specialists’ Interim Certificate and (d) Inspectors’ Certificate. They lead to the degrees B.Paed., D.Paed

THE LAW COURSE leads to the degree of LL.B;

THE THREOLOGICAL COURSE leads to the degree of B.D., Ph.D.

THE MEDICAL COURSE leads to the degrees of M.B., M.D. and C.M., D.Se.

THE S8CIENCE COURSE leads to the degrees of B.Sc., and M.Sc., D.Se.

T%E ARTS COURSE may be taken without attendance, but students desiring to graduate must attend
one session

Calendars may be had from the Registrar, GEORGE ¥. CHOWN, B.A., Kingston, Ont.

SCHOOL OF MINING Ao ConrcE oF

Affiliated to Queen’s University KINGSTON, ONT.

THE FOLLOWING COURSES ARE OFFERED

a. Mining Engineering e. Civil Engineering

b. Chemistry and Mineralogy f. Mechanical Engineering
c. Mineralogy and Geology g. Electrical Engineering
d. Chemical Engineering h. Sanitary Engineering

i. Power Development
For Calendar of the School and further information, apply to the Secretary, School of Mining, Kingston, Ontario
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Re'OP?nsafter Large Boys prepared for Universities, Royal Military
Chn.stmas Athletic College and Business. Careful oversight in the
vacation on Fields Classroom and on the Athletic Field. -
Jan.11th,1911
Rev. D. Bruce Macdonald, M.A., LL.D.,

Headmaster

UPPER and LOWER SCHOOLS
Excellent
Staff

Complete
Equipment

ST. ANDREWS GQRESE EEEs

Bishop Strachan School

Forty-fourth Year

Wykeham Hall, COLLEGE ST., TORONTO.

A Residential and Day School for Girls.

i‘:tl: l\ﬁmiculntlon pourse as well as elementary work, Domestic

lrou’nds i and Pamting.. Centrally located yet with large

-t goo.d Glzwn f.or Tennis and other games. Skating Rink
ymnasium., For Calendar apply to

MISS NATION, Vice-President.

ST. MARGARET’S COLLECE

144 BLOOR ST. E., TORONTO, ONTARIO

A COLLEGIATE SCHOOL FOR GIRLS. x
Founded by the late George Dickson M.A. former principal of Upper Canada College, and Mrs. Dickson,
ACADEM,

gmﬁcations}cofbaiﬂR'PhIENTf14 teachers of the highest Academic CLASS-ROOMS built specially for the work.
ed hers of Mom 8 are in resience, and of these 4 are European LARGR LAW.S for games and recreation. Full sized outdoor skating

i€ % VISITING el odern Languages. rink i;ﬂls;vintea. 5
on 1, ACHERS— . o W % RESIDENCE distinct in its management from the scheol.  Specialists

Domestic Soionce 1, S—Music 19, Art 3, Physical Culture 2, Elocu 111 eyEry departhtent:

RECORD—1905-06 ; 14 at Universities; 20 passed examination in Music
honors and 5 2nd class, and 10

at Toronto University, winning 11 1st class
at Conservatory of Music winning 3 first places in honor lists.

DAILY
age 10 mhA"ENDANCE 140, of whom 50 are in residence; classesaver-
ILLUSTRATED BOOKLET FREE TO ANY ADDRESS

PREPARA
for thoge TION FOR THE UNIVERSITY a specialty extended course

t conte; i . )
MISS L mplating a university education,
J. E. MACDONALD, B.A., MRS. GEORGE DICKSON,
P o Principal. President.

'TRINITY Residential School
C o L L EG E Heal tfhorSlg:uy:(:J Fire-
S CH O O L- prg;;fte];‘;li’?ngféygr;nnd!.

PORT HOPE, ONT, lage Symnnin, Skating
L % nks, ete.

Boys prepared for the Universities, Royal Military College,

and Business. Special attention given to younger boys.

For calendar and all information, apply to the Headmaster

REV. OSWALD RICBY, M.A. (Cambridge) L.L. D.
PORT HOPE, ONT.
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HAVERGAL LADIES’ COLLEGE

TORONTO

B
= s B-/ il W

“Hi "i ¥4 I, F| [TEEEE
D =r i
s 12 s ' o

Sl el ol g 1B B o

AT

Separate Senior and Junior Residential and Day Schools with Preparatory
Degartment

q Preparation for Honour Matriculation, Havergal Diploma, Examinations in Music and
Art. Resident French and German Mistresses, Domestic Science School, with six
Departments. Gymnasium, under graduate of the Boston Normal School. Cricket
tennis, basket ball, rink, swimming bath.

&=

For Illustrated Calendar apply to the Eursar.
MISS KNOX, Principal.

The Royal Military College

u HERE are few national institutions of more value and interest to the country than the Royal Military College of Canada
Notwithstanding this, its object and the work it isaccomplishing are not sufficiently unferstood by the general public.

The College is a Government institution, designed primarily for the purpose of giving instruction in all branches of
“military science to cadets and officers of the Canadian Militia. In fact it corresponds to Woolwich and Sandhurst.

The Commandant and military instructors are all officers on the active list of the Imperial army, lent for the purpose, and
«there is in addition a complete staff of professors for the civil subjects which form such an important part of the College course
Medical attendance is also provided. g

Whilst the college is organised on a strictly military basis the cadets receive a practicle and scientific training in subjects
-essential to a sound modern education, "

dTél: 1t:ollllrse includes a thorough grounding in Mathematics, Civil Engineering, Surveying, Phsyics, Chemistry, French
AN glish,

The strict discipline maintained at the College is one of the most valuable features of the course and, in addition, the
~constant practise of gymnastics, drill and outdoor exercises of all kinds, ensures health and excellent physical condition,

Commissions in all branches of the Imperial service and Canadian Permanent Force are offered annually.

The diploma of graduation, is considered by the authorities conducting the graduation for Dominion Land Surveyor to
‘be &BHA"](;M to a university degree, and by the Regulations of ’the Law Society of Ontario, it obtains the same examptions
-asa B A. degree. .

Thelength of the course is three years, in three terms of 9% months’ residence each,
The total cost of the course, including board, uniforms, instructional material, and all extras, is about $800.

The annual competiitive examination for admission to the College will take place in May of each year at the headquarters
-of the several military districts, 4

For full particulars of this examination and for any other information, application should be made to the Secretary of the
Militia Council Ottawa, Ont. : or to the Commandant, Royal Military College, Kingston, Ont.
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ASHBURY COLLEGE

ROCKLIFFE PARK, OTTAWA

RESIDENT SCHOOL FOR BOYS

Large, n ildi FRe
R Cigty e;énﬁreproof bml(.imgs. Perfect sanitation. Beautiful and very healthy situation on high ground
. acres of playing fields. Large up-to-date Gymnasium. Junior Department for little boys.

Many recent successes at Universities and R,M.C. For Callendar apply to

Rev. Geo. P. Woollcombe, M. A. (Oxon) Headmaster.

Lower School for boys under fourteen—entirely separate. Upper School prepares boys for the

Universities and for business. Finest School Grounds in Canada—80 acres.
REV. J. O. MILLER, M.A_, D.C.L., Priacipal

RIDLEY COLLEGE
St. Catharines, Ont.

| s S AN AN NANT

, THE BRITISH AMERICAN
| BUSINESS COLLEGE

Established: 1860
Y.M.C.A. BUILDING, - TORONTO

Ap 4 ; H 3 )
BOBCAYGE
A ON, ONT.
Residental Sclloolnlnythe Country for Young
oys.

New 143
Buildings, ILarge Grounds. Graduate Masters
Small Classes.

H
ead Master, W. T. Comber, B.A. (0xford).
APPLY FOR PROSPECTUS | L Y N Y P L o

|

|

| is & well known name in Business Education,

| tor over fifty years it has been noted for the

| high character of its work, and it is now better

| than ever before, in all essential points. Indi-

| vidual instruction, up-to-date courses, eq uipment,

‘ teaching staff, positions for students. It is The
First. A handsome catalogue mailed on request.

] T. M. WATSON, Principal.

|

MODERN BUSINESS TRAINING

Based upon systematic, up-to-date methods
is the work of our great school which has
been so well done for 20,000 students dur-
ing the past eighteen years that we really
have no worthy Canadian competitor.
This is the chief reason why we now have
a larger attendance than any collection of
four other Business Schoolsin our country.
Our free catalogue contains all particulars
about our methods and work. Write for

it, Address
W. H. SHAW, Principal, C. B. College
¥W, H. SHAW, Pres. YONGE & GERRARD STS. - - TORONTO
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issued by

The Canadian Bank of Commerce

are the most convenient form in which to carry money when travelling and may be obtained on
application at every branch of the bank. They are NEGOTIABLE EVERYWHERE, SELF-
IDENTIFYING and the EXACT AMOUNT PAYABLE in the principal countries of the
world is printed on the face of each cheque.

BANK OF HAMILTON

Head Office: - Hamilton

Hon. William Gibson, President
J. Turnbull, Vice-Pres. and General Manager

Paid up Capital - - - $ 2,500,000
Reserve and undivided profits - 2,900,000
Total Assets - - - over 35,000,000

9

The Bank of Hamilton invites the accounts of firms,
Corporations, and Individuals.

CORRESPONDENCE SOLICITED
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A Christmas Present
Suggestion.

T.o most men the advent of
Christmas brings with it the per-
plexing problem of deciding what
to give in the way of presents,

From a man with a family or
others dependent on hima policy

of life insurance taken out in

their favor would prove a very
appropriate present for them.

Such a present, unlike many

thhers that might be given, would
Increase in value from year to
Year, in addition to which it would
always be tangible evidence of
love and forethought on the part
of the giver for those in the home.
See one of our representatives now or write

at o . 4
lecu:ce' "flardmg a policy,so that you may
€ it in time for Christmas presentation-

NORTH AMERICAN LIFE
ASSURANCE COMPANY

““Solid as the Gontinent”

HOME oFFICE TORONTO

GOOD
BONDS

Yielding from about 4 7/ to over 67

Province of Ontario
(Succession Duty and Tax Exempt)

County of Simcoe

City of Toronto

City of Vancouver

City of Victoria

City of Port Arthur

City of Edmonton

City of Strathcona

City of Fernie

City of Nanaimo
Town of Goderich, Ont.
Town of North Bay, Ont.
Town of Haileybury, Ont.
Town of Killarney, Ont.

Niagara St. Catherines "and Toronto
Railway Co.

Hamilton Street Railway”Co.

Steel Company of Canada, Ltd.

Vancouver Milling and Grain Co. Ltd.

Carriage Factories, Ltd.

Whiite us for full particulars and
prices of any of the above-mentione
bonds. They are issued in amounts
to suit either large or small investors.

|
EMILIUS JARVIS & CO.

Members Toronto Stock Exchange

TORONTO - - - CANADA

PU——
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NORTHERN
| LIFE

Assurance Company of Canada

We have positions on our
field staff for reliable producers.

As several good Districts are
open, the opportunity 1s now.

Take advantage of it by
writing to our Head Office at
London.

W. M. GOVENLOCK, JOHN MILNE,

Secretary. Managing Director.

TondonlLife
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ones if you have made provision for its
continuance by protecting them under a
Policy in this Company.

[io investment you can makc will have
behind it better security.

Full Information upon
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Peace on €arth Good (Uil toward ien

As-a policy of Life Insurance in a sound Company for
an adequate amount is the most perfect embodiment of
“Good Will” in family life,—a tangible proof of love for
wife and children,—Che approaching Christmas holidays
should not be allowed to pass without taking out a policy
for their protection in the

NCE

)
OF CANADA,

Every desirable style of policy is issued at favorable
rates by this Company, but among them the Conmiinuous
Tnstalment Endowment Policy is the most perfect form of
contract now issued, Under it the assured may sccure for
himself a guaranteed income as long as he lives, and upon
his death an jncome for life for his wifeif she survive him.

What Christmas gift more acceptable to your family
than such a policy in this Company? It will mean much-
needed hope and comfort in life when other transient gifts
shall have been forgotten.

Head Office - WATERLOO, ONT.
GEO. WEGENAST, Managing Director

E. P. CLEMENT, K.C., Pres't.
CHAS. RUBY, Secretary

W. H. RIDDELL, Assistant Manager

R o it e ——
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THE METROPOLITAN BANK

Capital Paid Up - - $1,000,000.00
Reserve Fund and }
Undivided Profits = - $1,307,809.25

S.[J. MOORE, Esq. President THOMAS BRADSHAW, Esq.
D. E. THOMSON, K.C., Vice-Pres. JOHN FIRSTBROOK, Esq.
SIR WILLIAM MORTIMER CLARK, K.C. JAMES RYRIE, Esq.

HEAD OFFICE, - TORONTO
W. D. ROSS, General Manager

Every Department_of Banking Conducted with Absolute
SECURITY and SATISFACTION.

LETTERS OF CREDIT issued, available in all parts of the world.
EXCHANGE, foreign and domestic bought and sold.
COLLECTIONS given prompt execution.

SAVINGS DEPARTMENT at all branches.

Don’t Put Money in a Letter

LETTERS ARE FREQUENTLY LOST
AND NEVER RECOVERED. . . .

Always Remit By

DOMINION EXPRESS COMPANY

Money Orders and Foreign Drafts

They are safe, convenient and economical and are issued in Dollars, Pounds Sterling,
Francs, Gulden, Kronen, Kronor, Lire, Marks, Roubles, etc., payable in all parts of
the world. If lost or delayed in the mails a prompt refund is
arranged, or a new order issued without further charge.
Money Transferred by Telegraph and Cable
Foreign Money Bought and Sold

Travellers’ Cheques Issued

HUNDREDS OF AGENCIES GENERAL OFFICES
THROUGHOUT CANADA TORONTO, CANADA
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| :
A Chnstmas Gift
which will be very acceptable to any mem- |
Canada ' ber of your family, young or old, and may at

P t  the same ;time be the foundation stone of
ermanen ' those habits of prudence and thrift upon

Mortgage | which the great successes of life are built, is a
C % deposit pass book. s An account may’ be

orporation opened wtih any sum from one dollar up-
wards. If desired we shall have pleasure n
mailing the pass book to be delivered
Christmas morning, or at any date you may
prefer. Let it be a Christmas gift

Worth While L

Toronto Street,
Toronto

| Capital and Assets $ 4,513,949.53 _Paid Policyholders in 1909. .$347,274.43
Insurance in force ' $21,049,322.31 Surplusy to Policyholders. . . .$292,695.53

DAVID DEXTER,
President and Managing Director
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TOTAL
ASSETS
$46,000,000

OF MONEY

by PASS-BOOIR

in place of CASH

A Pass-Book might appropriately be given to an

_employee at Xmas instead of the usual Cash Bonus.

He could not spend his Pass-Book.

True, the contents may be dispensed at will, but a
certain hesitancy presents itself if one must draw the money.
Then it is that one considers whether the contemplated outlay
is necessary or not, and this consideration is often the means
of avoiding a foolish purchase.

A Pass-Book is an ideal Xmas gift.

It is a gift of money with all the charm of a thought-
fully chosen token,and with a warmth lacking in the customary
cheque or cash.

Ghre TRADERS BANIR

OF CANADA

Head Office: Toronto  Capital ard Surplus $6,550,000 :




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

33

A Fairy Complexion

Fairy Soap not only agrees with the
tenderest skin, but improves any com-
plexion. Itis made from edible products —
the kind seldom used in soaps. It is white
— undyed — because it has no impurities

or cheap ingredients to hide under the
mask of coloring matter. Fairy Soap

not only cleans, but cleanses.
It's the handy, floating, oval cake.

THE N. K. FAIRBANK COMPANY
MONTREAL
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A Child’s desire for somethirg to drink is natural. It
is simply the demand of the body for fruit. Give them

E. D. SMITH’S
GRAPE JUICE

the more the better for the Children.

E. D. Smith’s Grape Juice is good for the Grown-
ups, it is the most satisfying health-giving of all
beverages, it should be in every home.

Sold at 25c¢. the bottle by druggists
and grocers everywhere.

Buy by the name E. D. SMITH.

E. D. Smith, Winona, Ont.

Maker of pure Jams, Jellies, Preserves, &c.

GOLD MEDAL

ALE &PORTER

From Canada’s GREATEST Brewery

For sixty years we have brewed by the old English method as adopted
by BASS AND CO. and GUINNESS AND CO,

WE DO NOT CARBONIZE, and by so doing destroy Nature’s best and
finest health-giving properties of barley, malt and Bohemian hops.

No fad, no new methods, as used by some brewers who can’t compete
with genuine methods.

Demand Carlings’s and get the Finest Made in the World
Every Dealer Everywhere
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Is sgiath a bhreacain an snamh ’s a

ghaoith,
Mar gathaibh or bhuidh——"’

A DOOR opened violently.

Ian!?”

e or bhuaide no greine——’

““Ian, Ian! where did you hear
that teffle of a song?”’ .

“Up the water, sir, Will I be
singing it in the English —

‘On the waves of the wind his plaid
would run
Like yellow beams of the setting sun?’’

““Be quiet, boy. You will not be
singing it at all.”’

Sulky silence fell in the barn. Old
Angus went back to the, table and
the potatoes he was sorting, but his
hands were not quite steady, and his
far-sichted eyes looked out of the
window and up the river to the little
house on the other bank. He could
not see it to-day through the gray
sheets of rain, but he knew it was
there, as it had been for forty years.
And Ross MacLeod inside it, maybe
playing on the pipes to keep his
spirits up in the bad weather.

“It is forty years,’” said old
Angus Mackenzie to himself, ‘‘since
I heard him play that chune at a
wedding. And he walked home
after with his arm about my shoul-
ders. 1 cannot bear these ehunes.
T must be growing very old——"’

Everyone in the Scotch townships
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knew of the ‘“twa Maes’’ and their

feud, though the cause of it was for-
gotten. As young men, they had
been the closest of friends. They
had taken up adjoining quarter-sec-
tions of land, Angus on the west
bank of the river, Ross on the east.
Angus’s shack on the low earth-cliffs
looked across out of friendly win-
dows at Ross’s shack on the rich flats
farther wup-stream. They helped
each other in all their work, shared
their troubles, pleasures, and hopes;
set out their orchards; and talked
long, as young men will, of the
growth of their farms, the big
houses they would build, and the

bonny, soft-spoken brides they
would bring home to them.
Then the quarrel came. And,

though their orchards blossomed and
fruited, their plans did not. Some
spring of youth and hope seemed
broken in each wild Celtic heart.
For forty years they had passed
each other in blank silence. For
forty years they had lived in the
same shanties, and to each the small
windows that had seemed so friend-
ly were like the cold eyes of an
enemy continually watchmg. To the
vounger folk, they and their quarrel
seemed a sort of humorous legend;
but others saw in it a tragedy.

““There’s no kennin’ these Hieland-
men,’’ they said.
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Old Angus’s thoughts were in the
old times as he sorted his potatoes.
“Never a lad could play the pipes
like Ross MacLeod. He’d draw the
soul into your feet and set it danc-
ing there, or out of your eyes in
tears. And the young folk gather
the chunes from him. But I will
not have them around my house.
Tan, when you have to sing, you will
sing a psalm.”

Tan came in from the barn, shak-
ing the rain from his shock of silver-
fair hair.

““And indeed, sir,”’ he said with
resentful courtesy, ‘“‘you may have
what chunes you like in your own
house, or no chunes at all. But
psalms are not of much use with the
beasts, now. And when I have a
house of my own, I will fill it with
chunes, yes, from the cellar to the
roof, and Ross MacLeo i

““You will not be mentioning that
name to me, Ian, boy. Is the river
running high ?’’

‘“And indeed, sir, not so high as
she might be. I saw Sandy Arm-
strong to-day at the store. He said
he went up to the hills, past the
rapids and the narrows. And he
said the ice was piled up behind'the
new Glasgow bridge, and the water
behind the ice, and all the melting
of the hills feeding it. ‘When the
ice goes,” says he, ‘the bridge will
2o too, out into the lake, and that
will be the third the railway has
lost. It will be a bad flood,” he
says, ‘for never has the ice held out
so long and the rains been so heavy
in my memory. It is lucky you are
to be on the cliffs,” he says.”’

0Old Angus listened, but the hol-
low rush of the rain on the roof was
all he could hear. He shook his
head.

““That bad flood has been coming
every April for forty years,’’ he
said, ‘‘and it has not come. I think
we may sleep in peace, Ian, boy.”’

He went to bed at the darkening,
and slept, but not in peace. Wild
voices wailed in his ears, the voices
of the misty north, the songs of the

Hebrides. He dreamed, and saw
hosts of men upon the hills, wearing
the aiteann, the wild juniper in
their bonnets; and each one had the
face of Ross MacLeod. And each
one played upon the pipes, a coron-
ach of dead friends.

0Old Angus cried out, and awoke.

Yellow lantern-light was in his
eyes, a hand upon his shoulder. He
sprang up, and saw Ian. The lad
was wet to his shining hair; wet,
and shaking with fright.

““Wake, wake!’’ he cried in the
Gaelic. ‘It is flood. The eliffs are
falling into the river, and the water
is lapping at the barn door, and the
cattle are wild with the fear. Wake,
wake!’

One other such awakening old
Angus had known, years ago, in the
misty land of his birth, when the red
deer and the sheep were swept down
the glens to the sea, and men with
them.

““What of the cattle, Ian, boy?’’

““T ran and led the bull out of his
shed, and turned him to the high
field. The kine will follow him,
maybe. Eh, sir! There will not be
a living thing left in the valley by
morning. Hark to the river!”’

The voice of the river was in their
ears, a great and sullen roar. And
another voice also; Angus was
scarcely aware that it was he who
had cried out, until he saw it in
Tan’s white face.

‘““Ross MacLeod. O Ross Mac-
Leod!”’ :

““Indeed, sir, he is no better than
dead, unless he took warning.”’

‘“Not yet, Ian, not yet.”’

He dashed open the door, and the
boy clung to him.

‘“What would you be doing,
Maister Mackenzie ?”’

“T am going to Ross Macleod.
Who should go to him but I?”’

With the opening of the door, the
breath of the wet wind, the sight of
a dim moon plunging down to the
brown flood, old Angus Mackenzie
entered into his youth again.

‘White moon and yellow lantern
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showed them waves of dark flood-
water lapping among the bushes on
the cliff-edge. The ice-dam above
the bridge had yielded, and the cur-
rent was blotted with floating cakes.
Dressed lumber, young ftrees,
boughs, a drowned cow or two, were
swept past them to the lake. Tan
saw a tall aspen growing half down
the bank break away slowly; he saw
an overhang of earth collapse with
a foaming splash. But Angus heeded
none of these things.

“What would you be doing,
Maister Mackenzie?’’

The wet wind lashed their voices
away from them, but Angus pointed
to the hen-house. There was an old
punt laid up behind it. It was Angus
who ran to the lean-to for the old
sculls. It was the strength of Angus’s
shoulder that launched the punt
through the drowned aspens and the
sueking mud. He thrust the steering
paddle into Ian’s hands, and his
voice was blown back on a gust of
wind :

“Tt was I that pulled the stronger
oar V’v,hen we was lads by Dunvegan

Ian took the paddle, and the next
moment they were out on the wild
flood-water.

The storm-seud, driving past the
moon, sent racing blots of shadow
forever flying down-stream. It was
impossible to tell which was shadow
and which free ice until the punt’s
blunt bows struck with a swerve and
a jar, and the cake seraped along

her bottom, The shadow of the bank .

slid away behind ; the brown current
reeled past; yellow foam stung Ian's
face, the wind caught his breath. He
could feel the old man’s strength
fighting with the river. But Angus
Mackenzie was old mno longer; he
was young: and, as he battled with
the river, he sang a song of his
yvouth—
¢¢Swift as the hawk’s wing
Sweeps to the heather,
Send the boats southward,
Rowing together.
The deer to his covert,

The herd to his cattle,
The lass to her lover,

Clankenzie to battle,
Tulach Ard!’’

“He is fey,”’ said Ian to himself.
The tug of the water almost tore the
paddle from his hands, but Angus’s
grip on the sculls was firm. His
strong voice was blown back to the
boy:

“Do you see a light up river,
Tan?’’

“T’'m seeing no light, sir.”’

The old punt staggered in the cur-
rent. Almost inch by inch, Angus
was fighting his way, up-stream and
across. To Ian the whule world was
driving cloud and driving water, the
only clear thing in it the old man’s
face and his hair blowing in the
wind.

“Do you see the old willow yet,
Tan?”’

““Nothing but the watter and the
rush of it. A-ah!”’

Out of the confused darkness con-
tinually rushing upon them some-
thing still more black leaped sudden-
ly, reared high, and plunged in a
spout of foam like a great fish. It
was a young cedar, and the roots
orazed the punt as it whirled down,
bucking and springing strangely.
They were drowned in foam. Out of
the smother the old man’s voice
came quietly:

““Will you be seeing anything yet,
Tan?%”’

“Nothing but the watter and the
moon that seems to run with it.”’

The punt lay lower in the water.
The river tore and plucked at her
planks as if with angry fingers. She
dragged heavily against the oars. A
murky wave of wreckage, stretched
straight from bank to bank, bore
down upon them, and the punt rose
high and higher, tossing upon the
eddies that followed. All the ice-
bound waters of the hills were run-
ning to the lake that night, freed
from their long imprisonment. But
old Angus was a match for them.

A stinging squall whipped across
the moon. Ian shook the wet out of
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Drawing by J. W. Bealty
“THE SHAKEN ROOF-RIDGE OF THE HOUSE BLACK ABOVE THE GLIMMERING RIVER,
AND AN OLD MAN SITTING ON IT
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his eyes. He was aware of nothing
but the ceaseless jerk and wrench
of the oars, the leap of brown spray
alongside, spinning ice, plunging
shadows, his own red knuckles
clenched upon the paddle. It was
like a monotonously bad dream, with
nothing real in it but the river pour-
ing from darkness to darkness, and
the voices of the flood. How long was
this going to last?

‘“The stag to his covert,
The herd to his cattle,
The lass to her lover,
Clankenzie to battle,
Tulach Ard!’’

““ A night like this blows away the
years. Is there anything yet, boy?”’
““‘Shadows, and the slide of the

watter. But there seems foam
ahead.”
““Shoal watter, Ian. MacLeod’s

meadow will be under that foam.’’

Presently they were in the muddy
racing waves. Old Angus felt his
muscles like steel bars. He hal a
blade to meet every danger of tbat
flood, as it might have been the sea-
tides of Dunvegan. He edged the
punt from eddy to eddy, from shoal
to shoal, from pool to pool. Watch-
ing him, Ian lost count of time and
cold and darkness.

Something rattled softly against
the sides of the punt. They were
the branches of Ross MacLeod’s
young apple-trees, breaking into
woolly buds, fragrant as spices.
_There was a strain in old Angus’s
voice as he called to Ian.

“Is there anything yet, boy?”’

“I am hearing something, sir.”’

A drowned moan came out of the
mists ahead, and the boy gasped
with sudden terror of the night. For
a moment the wind died. Angus’s
hands gripped the oars till the old
wood all but cracked. The punt
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leaped forward, whispering through
the sunken trees. The flood in the
river was nothing to the flood of
thoughts in the old man’s heart.

“‘Is that you and your pipes, Ross
MacLeod?”” But Angus’s voice was
quite calm,

“It is I and Shiela and the pipes,
Angus Mackenzie. But the watter
hass got into the chanter.”’

The punt hung steady on the cur-
rent. The moon plunged clear of
cloud. Ian saw the shaken roof-
ridge of the house black above the
glimmering river, and an old man
sitting on it, wrapped in a plaid,
with a collie pup under one arm and
the pipes under the other, quite
quiet and peaceful.

“I was waiting for you, Angus
Mackenzie.’’

“‘Give the collie to Ian, poor beast.
And here is my hand to help you
down the roof.”’

Their hands had not touched for
forty years. Ian, wondering, tucked
the shivering dog between his knees.
Ross MacLeod dropped nimbly into
the punt, holding the precious pipes
above his head.

““T will take you to my house, Ross
MacLeod. And after you are dried
and warmed, we will be having some
chunes.”’

Then Angus turned to Ian.

““Take the sculls for the pull back,
Tan, boy. I am not so young as I
was.”’

So Ian took the sculls for the pull
back, so much swifter though little
less perilous, to safety.

Halfway over old Angus spoke
dreamily.

“It is a good thing we have kept
the Gaelic. There are so many
words in it for ‘friend.’ "’

That was all. As the townships
said, ‘‘There’s no kennin’ they
Hielandmen.”’




THE BOMBSHELL

BY ROBERT BARR

IT was nearly eleven o’clock at night
when Richard Janson came down the
stairway which led from the editorial
rooms to the street, and, with a hand
that shook perceptibly, dropped a let-
ter into a box over which were paint-
ed the words ‘‘Business of The Daily
Enterprise.”” Under the glare of the
electric light his smooth-shaven face
showed ghastly pale, and his under-lip
quivered as if he endeavoured to keep
control of himself, and was not quite
succeeding. The letter being beyond
recall, he stood there for a few mo-
ments, meditating on the decisive
nature of his action in letting it slip
from his fingers. He remembered
now with what startling suddenness
the fury of Mr. Peel had abated the
moment he sat down at the latter’s
table, and dashed off his impetuous
note. The man had even slid an
envelope across the table to be ready
for him when he had folded the com-
munication. Now the next man who
would see it would be the business
manager when the office opened in
the morning.

It had always been Janson’s pride
that he was able to keep his temper,
no matter what crisis confronted him.
One cannot be a good newspaper man
if one gives way to outbursts of anger.
Technically, on this oceasion, he had
kept his temper, while Peel had raged
like a roaring lion, yet Janson had
done the decisive thing, and, on the
very moment of its accomplishment,
his greatly perturbed mind began to
doubt the wisdom of the plunge. A
belated beggar in rags, hopeful of a
coin or two and a consequent drop of
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drink before he selected sleeping ac-
commodation in a doorway or on the
Embankment, loafed across the street
to make a whining appeal ; but catch-
ing sight of that drawn face under the
white light, recognised instinctively
that here was misery greater than his
own, though it was mental and not
material.

Absorbed as he was, the young man
noticed the momentary halt, and the
later avoidance of the beggar. The
shock of this avoidance, slight as it
was, did something to make Janson
pull himself together. He laughed a
little, but the sound was so unpleasant
that the beggar looked over his
shoulder in fear.

‘“Come back,”’ commanded Janson.
““You were going to ask me for some
money, and thought better of it.
Why ?’?

The man in rags whined that luck
had been against him.

‘‘So it has with me,’’ cut in Janson
curtly.

“I am out of work,’”’ moaned the
unfortunate wretch, but the young
man interrupted him impatiently.

““So am I,”’ he said. ‘‘Nevertheless,
here’s ten shillings. Be careful of it,
or squander it—just as you please.
Get drunk on it, or buy a supper and
bed, or go and stop at the Hotel Cecil,
if they’ll take you in. Good night,”’
and with that Janson turned, braced
his shoulders back, and walked rapid-
ly down to the river, leaving rags
amazed at the unexpected windfall,

The reporter leaned against the
stone parapet of the Embankment,
and, taking off his hat, allowed the
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cool air from down the river to soothe
his heated brow. The lantern over
Parliament House shone steadily like
a great evening star, advertising to
the world that the Talking Shop of
the nation was in operation. This
gigantic candle seemed to attract the
journalistic moth, and Janson walked
slowly towards it, head bowed and
hands clasped behind him, pondering
deeply on the situation.

““If it wasn’t for the wife,”’” he mut-
tered, ‘“I wouldn’t mind, but the
thought of her takes all the nerve out
of me. How, in the name of Heaven,
am I to tell her?”’

The cool air was whispering com-
mon-sense to him, now that it was too
late to take advantage of it.

‘“Oh, dear!”’ he groaned. ‘‘I should
have thought of her before I dropped
that letter into the box. I have acted
like a heedless fool. If it were not for
that letter they would be compelled to
pay me six months’ salary, and then I
should have had time to turn round.
What did Peel’s abuse matter to me?
Lord knows I've been warned often
enough against him as the kicker-out
of the establishment. The brute gets
his salary merely because he can goad
men to desperation with his scurrilous
tongue. Yet why curse him? It’s the
system of which he is merely the
creature. The fault lies there, or per-
haps in my own incompetence. If I
had proved myself a valuable man,
they would have been keen enough to
hold me. I wish I’d stayed in the
north; London is too much for me.
Conceited, illimitable ass that I am,
thinking in a moment of anger to be
independent, and no man’s slave, so
here I am, penniless and workless,
with a wife waiting for me at home.”’

He stopped in his slow promenade.
He had the Embankment to himself,
except for the dim, sleeping figures
on the benches, worse off than himself
when all was said and done, for he was
young, determined, industrious, sober,
and honest, in spite of the fact that
the alert Daily Enterprise regarded
him as a squeezed orange. He raised

L
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his two hands to the dark heaven
above him, and cried in agony :

‘“Oh, God, give me another chance,
and if I misuse it, cast me off !”’

In his self-absorption he had not
noticed the quick approach of a stal-
wart man with a slouch hat set well
back on his massive head. The on-
comer stopped abruptly as the uplift-
ed arms fell to the young man’s side
again; then, with a ery, strode for-
ward.

‘““For Heaven’s sake, Dick, is this
you?’’ he cried. ‘‘“What'’s wrong?
Are you practising for the stage, or
Just plain drunk?’’

‘“Hello, Fred!”’ said the reporter,

cordially grasping the outstretched
hand. ‘“What do you do on the Em-
bankment when you should be serving
your sovereign constituency in the
House? I see the light is still burn-
ing.”’
‘“Oh,”’ cried the other with a laugh,
‘“‘the Workley Division of South
Braunt has been practically unrepre-
sented by its Labour member this
night. I haven’t been listening to the
debate at all, for I was working hard
in a Committee Room. We have just
finished, and I have come out here to
catch a breath of cool air. I think I'd
have walked on to Whitechapel if I
hadn’t met you. You see, this stal-
wart body of mine resents these late
hours and hot rooms. However, I
keep telling it the rooms are not so
bad nor so hot as the coal-pit it was
accustomed to; nevertheless, I have to
get out and work my arms as if they
were swinging a pick, and walk my-
self tired.”’

The Labour member had swung his
friend round, and they were marching
toward the east, the brawny arm of
the bigger man thrown over the
shoulder of his junior in affectionate
camaraderie.

“You see, Dick,”” said the Member
of Parliament, ‘‘I make this explana-
tion to you which I wouldn’t to any-
one else, for you’re the boy that elect-
ed me.”’

‘““You were elected,’’ replied Janson
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calmly, ‘‘first through your own
merits and eloquence; secondly, be-
cause both Tory and Liberal ran, and,
as the Tory couldn’t have got in in
any case, you split the Liberal vote,
and here you are.”’

““I was elected, Dick, because of the
ripping articles you wrote for the
Brauntford Herald, and because your
wife—God bless her—together with
mine—God bless her too—canvassed
every vote in the division. Lord, it
was a great contest, and don’t you go
casting doubt on your share of the
business. There’s not a man in Eng-
land can write a shoulder-hitting
article like you can, and quick the
London Daty Enterprise was to see it
and well you deserve your promo-
tion.””

““Promotion!’’ groaned the un-
happy man.

The Labour member stopped, took
his friend by the two shoulders, and
turned him until the nearest gas-lamp
shone on his face.

““Thunderation!’’ he cried in alarm.
‘“What’s the matter with you. Dick?
Are you ill? You look as if you’d just
got up from a sick-bed.”’

‘T feel rather that way,’’ said Jan-
son bitterly. ‘‘The truth is, they’ve
kicked me out of the Enterprise. They
say I’'m a failure—that I can’t write,
and I don’t bring in any news. During
the last three months I have under-
gone every humiliation they could put
on me, changing me from one depart-
ment to another, always getting lower
and lower. Of course, they couldn’t
reduce my salary, for there was a
contract; but tonight I was rated
like a pickpocket, and then, being a
fool, I resigned.”’

The Labour member listened with
knitted brows. The expression on his
face showed anger at his friend’s
humiliation, and yet also a trace of be-
wilderment that denoted a certain lack
of appreciation of the others sensitive-
ness, for Fred Kemp had experienced
harder conditions than these. 3

“1’d never mind that,”’ he said,
when the other paused. ‘‘It’s annoy-

ing, but not important. I’d sweep the
office, if they asked me, as long as they
paid the money.”’

““Yes,”” sighed Janson, ‘‘that’s the
common-sense view, and I realise its
soundness now it is too late. About
an hour ago I returned to the office,
and was told Peel wished to see me.
He was pacing up and down his room,
apparently labouring under strong
excitement. The moment I entered
he turned upon me like a tiger, and
for about ten minutes poured out on
me a torrent of Billingsgate such as
I had never before listened to. He
rated me as a thief, a maligner, an
incompetent, unscrupulous person—
I was, in fact, everything that was
vile. I had acquired my situation by
false pretences, and was daily cheat-
ing the innocent, if opulent, propriet-
or by accepting money I failed to
earn. The man’s aspect was terrific.
Those steely eyes of his blazed and
seemed to shoot forth sparks like a
Roman candle. His wiry hair bristled
with rage, and his hands clenched and
unclenched as if he could barely re-
strain himself from physical violence.
I made no reply and attempted no
defence, but having received as much
as I could stand, I said, ‘Oh, very
well; I’ll resign,” and so dashed off
my letter of quittance to the business
manager. Peel calmed down the mo-
ment he heard the scratch of my pen,
while I became angrier and angrier,
until T had dropped the letter into the
manager’s box. So here I am, with
only the money that’s in my trousers
pocket, not knowing where the next
penny is to come from. It’s not very
pleasant.’’

‘“How on earth did you come to do
such a foolish——"’

“I know—I know,”” interrupted
Janson impatiently. ‘‘I’ve censured
myself even more severely than you
can blame me. I was busy at that
when I met you. The practical ques-
tion is: What must be done to-mor-
row? I'm out of a job, and every-
thing else fades into insignificance be-
fore that fact. Do you know the
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THE BOMBSHELL

editor of any other London paper?”’

““Not one,”” said the Labour
member definitely.

““I suppose I’ll just have to tramp
round from office to office until I find
something to do, but it seems a rather
hopeless task when a fellow’s un-
known.”’

“Why not go back to the Braunt-
ford Herald, Dick? They’d take you
on again like a shot.”’

“I couldn’t do it, Fred. I’d sweep
a crossing first.”’

‘““Why, in Heaven’s name?’’ cried
Kemp. ‘‘Think of the send-off they
gave you—the dinner at which I pre-
sided. They’d extend to you a hearty
northern welcome, Dick, my boy.
Pocket your pride, Dick, and go back
north.”’

““Quite impossible; it would be a
confession of failure. I couldn’t face
it. Lord, if I only had another
chance, and on a decent paper, I'd
give them value for their money if
hard work would do it.”

The mind of the ex-collier, less
subtle than that of the writer, failed
to see any valid reason why his friend
should not go back to the place where
a situation awaited him. However,
Kemp understood by the determined
tone of his friend that any advice
urging a return was counsel thrown
away, and although his latent fear of
London inclined his judgment to an
abandonment of the struggle in the
metropolis, something of his own
stalwart stubbornness secretly com-
mended the course the reporter had
resolved upon. He remembered with
a glow of gratitude the strenuous
ficht Janson had made during the
election; the stirring appeals he had
written day by day, which had done
so much to assure the triumph of the
Labour party, and knowing that it
was these articles which had drawn
the attention of the London news-
paper proprietor to the young leader-
writer, and thus directly led to his ap-
pointment upon the staff of the Daily
Enterprise, the Labour member vague-
ly felt that he was in a measure re-
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sponsible for his friend’s present pre-
dicament.

They were nearing Blackfriars
Bridge when the Member of Parlia-
ment paused, turned to the stone
parapet, and rested his arms upon it,
looking across the river, as Janson
himself had done a few minutes be-
fore. The light on the Clock Tower
burned brightly, as if to chide the
truant member for his absence. By
the bend of the stream it seemed now
to be situated on the Surrey side, and
the moonface of the great clock was
partially eclipsed by tall buildings.
Kemp gazed at the light like one
hypnotised, yet mentally defying it,
knowing well it was useless to ponder
further, for he had already determin-
ed what he should do. True, he had
pledged his word, as all his colleagues
had done, and he knew he would be
the only one to break his promise that
night. He said to himself it was no
torch of truth standing thus against
the black sky, but the flare of an as-
sembly that still passed what laws it
dared in favour of the rich and to the
grinding of the poor. The Labour
leaven had not yet lightened the
lump. Why should he keep faith
with this false light, when, by speak-
ing now, he might save one of his own
kind from the tread of the million-
aire’s remorseless heel? He cursed
under his breath, with clenched teeth,
then turned his broad back resolutely
to the beacon of the Talking Shop.

“Dick,”’ he cried, ‘“‘it’s just us two
against the world, and damn the rest.
We’re a pair of men from the mining
regions, and although you handle the
pen, and I have handled the pick,
we’re brothers in thought. I owe my
election to you, and to-morrow, if you
play your cards right, you’ll owe one
of the best newspaper situations in
London to me. I’ll give you a piece of
news that will open any editorial door
in this city to you. To-night it is of
the utmost importance; in twelve
hours it will not be worth that,’’ and
he snapped his fingers in the air.
““You can write shorthand?’’
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‘““Yes. And I’ll be glad to do it.”’
‘““‘Have you got yonr note-book?’’
Yoy

““Then let’s move on under a lamp
and pay attention to what I say. Did
you read the speech the Home Seec-
retary made in the House Ilast
Tuesday ?’’

“Yes,”” replied Janson, as they
moved still further east, and took up
a position under a lamp-post, the re-
porter with fountain-pen and note-
book ready. ‘‘Yes, very outspoken
against your Labour Bill; received
with applause by the Opposition
Benches, and with silence on the
Government Benches. The leader in
the Dome called it a courageous
utterance, and the Home Secretary is
praised by all the Opposition journals,
while those on the Government side
are hedging and non-committal, wait-
ing to see how the cat is going to
Jump, apparently.’’

““Quite so. Well, the cat has jump-
ed, and the account of that jump con-
stitutes your item of news. We learn-
ed that this speech had almost caused
a split in the Cabinet. The Labour
party said nothing, but sent an ulti-
matum to the Government. Either
the Labour Bill was to be made a
Government measure, or hereafter,
during the continuance of this Parlia-
ment, the Labour party, as a unit,
would march into the Opposition
Lobby against every measure the
Government might hereafter propose.
There has been the devil to pay inside
the Cabinet although they still pre-
sent a united front to the House.
This morning the Home Secreary
asked for a conference with the
Labour Party, and that conference
took place to-night in Committee
Room 113. The Home Secretary was
eloquent, persuasive, threatening,
cajoling, brow-beating, flattering, de-
nunciatory ; everything by turns and
nothing long. We stood solid and
silent as this wall.”” The Labour
member beat his huge fist on the
granite coping. ‘“We didn’t argue,
we didn’t answer his questions, we

made no reply to his declamation.
The Bill as it stands, or nothing, was
our last word. We rejected quietly
every attempt at compromise, and
scouted the proposal to leave the mat-
ter to arbitration. As the gamblers
say, we stood pat. The Labour Party
was this stone parapet’’—again
Kemp brought his fist down upon it
—‘“‘and we let the Home Secretary
beat his head against unyielding
masonry. At one time he was actual-
ly on the verge of tears, but he melted
not one that was opposed to him.’’

‘““And the result—the result?’’
cried the reporter, all aglow with
excitement, for his news instinct
showed him the overwhelming value
of this information.

““The result was a complete sur-
render. The only concession we made
was that instead of attacking the
Government as we intended, the
Labour Party will keep as silent in
the House to-morrow as it was in the
Committee Room to-night. The Home
Secretary will make a speech, and
climb down the cliff by whatever
tortuous path his political instincts
can discover. He will doubtless try
to make it appear that second
thoughts are best, and that since last
Tuesday he has had an opportunity
of thinking twice. We are not to
make it harder for him, and, indeed,
will say nothing; perhaps our leader
will make a formal little speech of
thanks for his change of front, al-
though he will not eall it that. We
will do the mild and humble in the
House, and let the Government chew
the leek as if they liked it. And now,
if you will write, I’ll give you the
Home Secretary’s words as nearly as
I can remember them.”’

When this dictation was finished,
the Labour member heaved a deep
sigh, and turned around to meet the
accusing luminant eye from the Clock
Tower, but the light had gone out,
and Big Ben was booming forth the
hour of midnight. Richard snapped
the rubber of his note-book, and
pocketed his pen.
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““Good-bye,”’ said the L.abour mem-
ber gruffly, as if the enthusiasm of his
declamation had left him exhausted
and out of humour. He turned on
his heel without giving his friend
time for thanks or farewell, and al-
most instantly disappeared in the
gloom. <

Janson was too good a newspaper-
man not to recognise to the full the
far-reaching importance of the in-
formation he had received. He also
knew its transient nature. Time was
the essence of the contract, as the
lawyers say, and he was well aware
that his huge sand castle of news
would dissolve and disappear as the
tide of the morning hours crept slowly
up the beach. The news was like the
manna that fell from heaven; good
only if used at once, and he resolved
on the spot to present it to the Dome,
that great daily journal which did
not discard its men like a reckless
poker player, hoping to get better
cards on a next draw. He walked
briskly away, head held high, and
courage tingling at his finger tips,
feeling like an unarmed man in a
robber’s cave who had unexpectedly
grasped a loaded revolver in the dark-
nels;_s, and now was able to defend him-
self.

Suddenly a staggering thought
struck him like an unseen blow be-
tween the eyes, and he stopped dead,
to experience one of those mental pro-
cesses which largely nullified his sue-
cess on the Enterprise. More than
once during his short London ex-
perience he had balked at some task
given him. What he called his con-
science, as Peel termed it, intervened.
Peel sneered at conscience as an
adjunct in getting out an up-to-date
morning paper. Curiously enough,
the present attack of conscience in
those vital minutes between twelve
and one in the morning did not touch
a vital spot, but was a surface blow,
although a stunning one, and it
might have counteracted all the good
Kemp’s perjury was intended to do
him. So great was his faith in his
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friend that he had never for a mo-
ment questioned the purity of the
source through which the news came
to him, any more than if Kemp had
lent him a sovereign would he have
thought of asking if that sovereign
had been stolen. Such knowledge
would have been vital, for Janson’s
conscience would not have allowed
him to use for his own benefit infor-
mation that cost the breaking of a
man’s word. The disquieting thought
was in another direction altogether.
He remembered that his resignation
had not been accepted. Technically
he was still a member of the Enfer-
prise staff, and therefore the astound-
ing news he had received belonged to
the Enterprise, and to no other paper.
He could not, as an upright man,
present his treasure-trove to any
rival journal. TUntil his resignation
was formally accepted the fateful
story of the Home Secretary was the
property of the Daily Enterprise. He
did not argue with himself about it,
but indulged in one deep sigh, for he
knew the character of the men with
whom he had to deal, who would take
his news, and still cast him out, for,
as Peel had often said: ‘“There is no
sentiment in modern business.”” It
was all very well for the Dome and
other old-fashioned sheets to stand by
their veterans and pension them off at
last, but the Daily Enterprise knew a
trick worth two of that.

Peel looked up as Janson came in,
and smiled genially on recognising
him. On the surface of the broad
table that stood between them, Janson
saw his letter of resignation. The
alert Peel had evidently taken no
chances, but had sent down to the
business box, and secured the resigna-
tion which saved six months’ salary
to the newspaper.

““Mr. Peel,”’ began the young man,
““T have been so fortunate as to secure
a very striking piece of news.”

““Oh, indeed,” said Peel, smiling
still more broadly, ‘‘and I suppose In
return you would like to withdraw
your letter of resignation.”” He pick-
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ed up the document, and glanced
fondly at it.

““Yes,”’ replied Janson honestly, ‘I
should like to withdraw that letter,
which was written in the heat of the
moment.”’

‘‘Exactly so,”” said Peel, laughing
outright, ‘‘but, my dear boy, that
trick is too thin. It has been tried be-
fore. These clever Yorkshire devices
don’t work in London. Your resigna-
tion is already accepted, the accept-
ance being written by my own fair
hand, and here it is.”’

He handed the young man a sealed
envelope.

““Then I am no longer a member of
the Enterprise staff?’”’

““No, dear boy, and you haven’t
been for the last hour or more.”’

“You don’t want my news, I take
e

““Oh, yes; we’ve no prejudices
where news is concerned. You hand
your item to me, and if it is any good
we’ll use it and pay you space rates.’”’

Once more Janson sighed, but this
time it was a sigh of deep relief which
the smiling man opposite him quite
misinterpreted. Janson thrust into
his pocket the acceptance of his resig-
nation unopened.

““Good-night, Mr. Peel,”’ he said,
turning away.

““Good morning, Mr. Janson,”’
smiled Peel. ‘“You’re not going to
leave me your item, then %"’

““Oh, if I can’t make a better bar-

gain with it elsewhere, I’ll come back
with it. Space rates are not tempt-
ing.”

‘“Ta-ta, then. See you later. Re-
member the hour we close the forms,
Janson.”’

“I’ll remember,”’ and with that
Janson disappeared for ever from the
editorial floor of the Daily Enterprise.

* * * * *

Next day there was an upheaval in
the Daily Enterprise office. The devil
was to pay, and nothing on hand to
liquidate the debt. The proprietor, in
Peel’s room, raved like a madman. In
his clenched fist a yellow telegram was
crushed. It was signed ‘‘Labour
Member,”” and told the proprietor
that the astounding news in that
morning’s Dome was not only true,
but had been refused the night befors
in the Enterprise office; that Janson
of the Enterprise staff had got the
news, and would hereafter work for
the Dome,

““Great Heavens, Peel!’’ roared the
enraged proprietor. This bombshell
of exclusive news comes from that old
grandmother the Dome. The most as-
tounding sensation in ten years, and
we miss it! Likely to smash the
Government, and the Enterprise with-
out a single hint of it!”’

““So are all the other papers, except
the Dome,’’ pleaded Peel; ‘‘and, be-
sides, you told me to discharge >

But the language of the proprietor
passes the bounds that print permits.
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THOMAS MAXWELL, ESQUIRE
BY J. J. BELL

“WELL, what is it, Maxwell?’’ said
& Mr. Kedgery impatiently.

The little fat clerk (Heaven alone
knew what made him fat) glanced
from his gray-headed employer to
the younger man sitting by the fire,
and hesitated.

The younger man made as if to
rise.

“Pray don’t move, Harrington,’
said Mr. Kedgery politely, and
turned again to the clerk. ““‘Go on,
Maxwell. You may speak before
this gentleman, the director of our
London house—Mr., Harrington.”’

Mr. Harrington nodded pleasant-
ly; Maxwell bowed humbly, and
looked exquisitely unecomfortable.

“What on earth is the matter?”
Mr. Kedgery ecried. ‘“‘Anything
wrong in the office? Been making
mistakes again?’’

“Oh, no, sir.”” The clerk swal-
lowed a lump of something—resent-
ment or misery; possibly both. He
was tempted to quit 3{he private
room with some sort of apology; but
he knew that his employer would be
leaving business in five minutes or
so, and that this was his last chance
of making the request towards
which he had been summoning his
courage for the past three days.

‘“Sir,”” he began in a low voice,
his round face red, his cyes fixed on
the inkstand on Mr. Kedgery’s desk,
“I should be exceedingly grateful
if you would be so kind as to permit
the cashier to advance me the sum
of two pounds.”’

‘““Again?’’

13

““Once more, sir; only once more.
I will manage better in future, I as-
sure you, Mr. Kedgery. I have had
unavoidable expenses of late—-—’’

‘““More children?’’

““Oh, no, sir! Our youngest is but
six months old——"’

“Was that the ninth or the
tenth ?”’

‘“‘Inseed, sir, she was only the
seventh, I was going to explain that
the extra expense has been due to
illness, which I trust may not hap-
pen again. And then, of course,
Christmas is upon us, sir, and the
children 2

Mr. Kedgery made an impatient
sound, seized a pencil, and seribbled
on a scrap of paper, which he threw
across to the clerk.

““The cashier will give you the
money,’”” he said coldly; ‘““but this
must not oceur again—I say it must
not oceur again.”” He cut short the
clerk’s thanks with a grunt, and
dismissed him with a wave of the
hand.

Mr. Harrington was lighting a
cigar as the door closed.

‘““Poor chap!’’ he murmured.

“Silly idiot!”’ snapped Mr. Ked-
gery. ‘““And he may thank you,
Harrington, for getting off so com-
fortably. I thought I had better
spare your tender feelings.”” He
laughed sareastically. ‘“Besides, I
didn’t want a sermon from you on
the Christmas Spirit, which you
were talking about at lunch. We
find the Business Spirit quite enough
in this branch of Harrington, Ked-
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gery and Co., Limited. There’s far
too much sentiment floating about
these days.”’

The younger man smiled. ‘“What
do you mean exactly by sentiment?’’
he asked. ‘‘Well, never mind that.
Tell me, is your stout clerk of the
inecapable order? You said some-
thing about his making mistakes.”’

“He isn’t particularly incapable.
I daresay most of his mistakes have
been made about the times of the ar-
rival of his brats. Did you hear him
say he had seven? Scandalous, I
call it. And he has been married
about ten years, I believe. What
right has any man to have seven
children on two pounds a week?
Tell me that, Harrington!’’

“Two pounds a week—poor beg-
gar! Seems a bit unfair.”’

“‘Unfair! Great Heaven——"’

“I was just wondering what
Heaven would say about it. What
right has any man to pay another
man with seven children only two
pounds a week, eh, Kedgery? What
have we bachelors done to receive
our thousands a year? Strikes me
your stout clerk and his wife ought
to get medals. How long has he
been with the firm$%’’

‘“Twenty years—possibly more.
But——"’

““Dear me! One would think we
were running a bank! What were
you going to say?’’

“I was going to say,’”’ said Mr.
Kedgery stiffly, ‘‘that Maxwell is
simply lying in the bed he has made
for himself. He might have been
cashier four years ago, when Grogan
died, but his absurd family pre-
vented that. I wasn’t going to trust
the handling of money to a man in
his position. I don’t believe in try-
ing a man’s honesty.”’

‘““Ah, well,”” said Harrington
after a pause, ‘‘it does seem rather
rough that these children should
not only cost the father so much, but
prevent him increasing his income.
When did he get his last rise?”’

“Don’t remember. May I ask why
you take such an interest in Max-

well, whom you’ve never even seen
before?’’

“That’s a question I might ask
myself without getting an answer to
satisfy—you, my friend, at any
rate.’’

Mr. Kedgery smiled drily. ‘“Still
hugging your idea of raising every-
body’s screw because the business
happens to be paying good divi-
dends?’’

‘‘No.”” Harrington’s smile was
quite good-humoured. ‘‘I’ve dropped
that. Our shareholders would kick,
naturally enough. But if it’s not in-
terfering too much, I'd suggest that
you raise your stout clerk’s screw
by say twenty pounds.’’

“Why on earth?’’ Mr. Kedgery
stared across his desk. He did not
forget that Harrington, though years
his junior, was a far richer man than
himself. ‘‘There is absolutely no
reason why Maxwell’s salary should
be raised a penny,’”’ he continued.
“I could get plenty of others——’

‘““Can’t you do something without
a reason for once in your life, Ked-
gery?’’ Some passion had come into
Harrington’s voice. “‘Did you see
the man’s face—an honest face, if
ever there was one—when he was
begging you to advance a miserable
couple of sovereigns? Did you see
it? It was sweating with shame at
having to ask, with anxiety lest you
should refuse. You did not disbe-
lieve his explanation. Tllness!—
fancy illness on two pounds a week,
in a house, too, where the man and
wife have to keep up a certain ab-
surd show of respectability that the
artisan on nearly as good a wage
escapes! Christmas | — imagine
Christmas on two pounds a week
with half-a-dozen expectant little
beggars to make happy! Think of
the pinching until those two sover-
eigns are repaid and the weekly in-
come is back to normal.”’

‘““My dear fellow, I’'ve no doubt
there are thousands of smilar
cases

“The probability of many doesn’t
alter the miserable fact of the exist-
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ence of one. Can’t you imagine the
interior of your clerk’s home this
Christmas Eve?’”’

“I thought we should come to
that,”’ said Mr. Kedge.y. ““Would
you have got up all this sentiment,
Harrington, if the date had been the
—say the 24th of July?”’

“Probably not. But that is no
reason why you should avoid help-
ing a fellow on the 24th of Decem-
ber. Raise the man’s wages, and let
him know of it to-night. I’'m sure
you won'’t regret it.”” Harrington
rose and picked up his hat. ““You'll
do it?”’

““Certainly not,”’ the other replied
quietly. Then as if the matter were
closed, he said: ‘‘Are you going by
the four-thirty? I would have asked
you to wait for the late train, but I
can’t offer you any festivities.”’

““Aren’t you dining anywhere to-
night ¢”’

‘I never dine anywhere. At seven
I have my steak and potatoes as
usual, after which my books await
me.”” Mr. Kedgery was inclined to
be cocky about his simple life.

They parted at the office door, and
Harrington made his way to the
Station Hotel. The first thing he
did on his arrival there was to con-
sult the local post-office directory
under the letter M. Having entered
a jotting in his note-book, he retired
to the smoke-room, and at the writ-
ing-table proceeded to make, not
without theught and frequent hesi-
tation, a longish list of extremely
miscellaneous articles having no
connection with the factories of
Harrington, Kedgery and Company,
Limited. The four-thirty express
train started without him. So far
as he knew, there was no one in
London waiting for him that night,
but he preferred to be alone on
Christmas Eve. The girl he was to
have married had died on Christmas
Eve nearly twenty years ago. Peo-
ple envied Harrington his success
and wealth, but until lately he had
seemed a hard and disappointed
man. At forty-five he was still sad
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and lonely, but he had found a way
towards lessening the bitterness of
life—not on Christmas Eve only.

1 4

As a rule, the stout clerk knocked
loudly on the door of his home, sum-
moning his beloved mob to bid him
noisy welcome, To-night, however,
he used his lateh-key, and it was the
closing of the door from the inside
that warned his family of his re-
turn. The eldest daughter, a woman
of ten, received rapid instructions
from her mother, who then left the
kitchen alone, to the chagrin of the
little ones. ““You'’ll see daddy in a
minute,”’ the eldest daughter as-
sured them. ‘“It’s because it’s
Christmas Eve that he came home
early and didn’t knoek,”” she added
mysteriously, gathering them about
her like so many chickens,

““Is there going to be a surprise ?”’
asked the eldest boy.

“Very likely,” she answered
bravely, dandling the youngest but
one on her knee. Fortunately the
youngest was asleep.

Mrs. Maxwell joined her man in
the chilly parlour, her eyes on his
face as he turned up the peep of gas,

“Well, Milly, they let me have
it,”’ he said, facing her with a smile.

She smiled back to him without
saying anything.

Then, having done their best to
deceive each other, they looked
down gravely.

Maxwell brought out his purse
and emptied it on the table. Four
sovereigns and a half-sovereign. The
latter was the firm’s annual gift.
Maxwell fingered it and laughed.

“I didn’t ask for the advance
until T had that and my serew in
my pocket,”” he remarked, with an
unbecoming air of ’euteness. ‘‘Not
that I think he would have stopped
it,”” he added apologetically. He
picked up the coins and placed them
mn her rough palm.

“I  suppose it’s all
Milly9”’

She nodded, hesitated, and looked

needed,
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up. She had no beauty left save in
her eyes.

“T’m afraid it is, Tom,’’ she said
gently. ‘“Was—was he nasty about
it

“Oh, no—nothing to speak of. I
always say that Kedgery’s bark is
worse than his bite. Anyway, we’ve
got what we needed, haven’t we? It
will ecarry us through—eh? And
that is something to be thankful for
—only I wish to goodness you could
spend the half-sov. on yourself.
Couldn’t you now?’’

“I don’t require anything, Tom.”’
She blinked at the gold in her hand.
‘““How much did you think of spend-
ing on the children this year?’’

“A thousand pounds or so.”” He
went over to the fireless hearth.
““Could we manage five bob?’’

There was a short silence.

“Do you think it would be wise
to spend so much, dear?’’ she asked.

He gave a groan and returned to
her side. Laying his hand on her
shoulder, he said unsteadily: ‘‘My
girl, T sometimes wonder if you
aren’t sick of being wise and
patient.”’

‘““Nonsense!’”” She spoke quickly,
but not impatiently. ‘‘Come along
and see the children, while I get tea
ready. We’ll talk about their pres-
ents afterwards. Go, Tom, and I'll
put out the gas.””

For a brief space after he had
gone she lingered in the darkness.
; Then, telling herself that
she was the luckiest woman in
town, she followed him briskly to
the kitchen. .

It was after seven o’clock, and
three children remained to be
bedded, ere Maxwell got another
word with his wife in the parlour.

“We must get the little things
something, Milly,”” he was saying;
‘‘they expect it. They were all ask-
ing me what the surprise was going
to be?”’

“T know—I know. But we’ve got
to be careful Tom. I wish
you would get yourself something to

smoke. It’s so long since 4
“I’ve lost taste for it—solemn
fact! . . . DBesides, we’ll get out

of the mess in time. If it hadn’t
been for the doctor and the physics
and other extras——’’ Maxwell
was looking through the blind.
‘““Hullo!”’ he exclaimed; ‘‘here’s a
cab stopping at our door. Jarvie lost
his way, I suppose. I’ll see what he
wants.”’

On opening the door Maxwell
found himself confronting a tall
commissionaire, bearing a turkey in
one hand and a large parcel in the
other.

““Mr. Maxwell?’’ said the com-
missionaire.

““Oh—yes.”’

““Some other parcels in the cab
for you.”’

“For me? Impossible! Must be
some mistake. My name’s Maxwell,
but—but I'm afraid not the Max-
well you want.”’

196 Rudd Street—Thomas Max-
well, Esquire,”’ the commissionaire
read from a label on the turkey.

“Good lord!’’ gasped the clerk,
and, turning, shouted, ‘‘Milly, come
quickly! Am I Thomas Maxwell,
Esquire, 196 Rudd Street?’’ he
asked feebly when she appeared.

“If you’ll take these, I'll fetch
along the other things,”” said the
commissionaire, grinning genially.

As in a dream Maxwell took the
turkey, his wife the parcel. They
carried them into the parlour, laid
them on the table, and stood staring
blankly at each other.

Following a discreet cough the
commissionaire entered, his arms
full of parcels of varied size and
shape.

“If you’ll take these some ‘with
care,” sir——’ Maxwell and his
wife relieved him in silence. ‘‘Thank
you, ma’am. There’s more to come.”’
He hurried out.

““More!”’ whispered Maxwell, and
sank on the sofa.

“Just a few left, sir,”’ remarked
the commissionaire on his next arri-
val. But Milly had to do the re-
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ceiving. Tom was quite helpless.

The ““few’’ turned out to be a lot,
and having got rid of them the com-
missionaire handed Maxwell an en-
velope without superseription, say-
ing, as if the words had been com-
mitted to memory: ‘‘A well-wisher
may possibly call upon you in the
course of the evening.”” Thereupon
he saluted and took his departure,
ignoring a rush of questions,

Maxwell, sniggering foolishly,
opened the envelope, and unfolded
a couple of five-pound notes. 2

“Milly! This is——*’ His voice
broke.

His wife flew to him with out-
stretched arms.

And just then a sound from the
doorway arrested them both, and
saved the situation from—as Max-
well afterwards expressed it—con-
siderable dampness.

In the doorway were huddled five

little  ones, wide-eyed, open-
mouthed. >

““Is it the surprise?’” asked the
oldest boy.

‘“Is it the surprise?’’ the others
echoed.

Maxwell jumped up with a shout,
kissed his wife, and began to caper
about like a madman. :

““It is, my children!’’ he cried;
‘“it is the surprise of all surprises
since the world began! Who’s for
a dance with daddy?”’

‘““Me!”’ said every little one. But
they erowded round the table, where
their mother was endeavouring to
sort out the parcels and trying not
to sniff. The eldest daughter had
already flown for garments for the
two mites in night attire.

Pleasant pandemonium was let
loose as the parcels were opened.
Grunts of satisfaction from Max-
well, gasps of amazement and joy
from his wife, shrieks and squeaks
of delight from the children.

Behold I—

A turkey, with sausages! A ham!
A tongue in glass! A huge cake of
sublime richness! Another _almost
as big, of simpler composition but

117

gorgeously mounted in sugar! Fruits
—fresh, dried, sugared fruits—
pounds and pounds of ’em! Curious
and dainty little jars, and lovely
boxes that seem erying to be opened !
And what is this? A box of cigars!
(Maxwell smells them and declares
they make his eyes water). Cigar-
ettes also! A dozen of claret! And
this—this long, thin package? What
can it be? Hush!—an umbrella—
for a lady—a lady indeed! Was
ever such a beautiful umbrella! (To
think that its first drop of water
should come from a woman’s eye!)
And now for this enormous pack-
age! Snip goes the string! Rip
goes the paper! ‘““Oh! my chicka-
biddies!’’ ecries Maxwell, ‘“it’s a
blessed miracle!”’ Books and toys,
and toys and books; more books,
more toys, more books! ‘‘Stop,
stop!”’ exelaims Mrs, Maxwell, get-
ting her wits; ‘““wait till we see
which is for who.”” “It’s a whole
toyshop,”” says her husband; “I
never——"’

The tinkle of a bell came through
the merry din.

IIT.

Mr. Kedgery’s face hardened as
he gripped the bell-handle a second
time. He had come to 196 Rudd
Street, wondering whether his clerk
had met with an acciaent or eom-
mitted suicide, and his ears had at
first been greeted by sounds of fes-
tivity. Now, however, the house
was silent enough. He was about to
pull the bell again, when he fancied
he heard lowered voices talking
rapidly within. What was the
meaning of the summons that had
reached him whilst he was enjoying
his steak and potatoes? e was
calling himself a fool for having
obeyed the summons so promptly,
and was making up his mind to give
his clerk, should the latter appear in
the flesh, a month’s notice—when
the door was opened.

‘““Mr. Kedgery! You sir?’’ Max-
well’s wits all but deserted him.

“I have called,” began Mr. Ked-
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gery, and halted as his clerk burst
into low laughter almost like sob-
bing.

‘“Ah, it was you, sir, it was you!
Come in! Milly, Milly! Come in-
stantly! Here 1s Mr, Kedgery—our
well-wisher!”’

And Mr. Kedgery, his right hand
imprisoned between two warm
hands, found himself dragged into
a narrow passage, there to have his
left hand taken shyly by a woman
who did nothing but look at him as
no woman had ever looked before.

““Come away into the parlour, sir.
This way, if you please, sir,”’ stam-
mered Maxwell, ‘‘Excuse our con-
fusion, but we are just all overcome
—absolutely overcome, sir—by your
great generosity. Such kindness,
such wonderful generosity—ah, sir!
I couldn’t have dreamed of this!’’
And the stout clerk, a big tear on
either cheek, wrung his employer’s
hand.

A dazed man, Mr. Kedgery stood
in the parlour while five pairs of
young eyes regarded him curiously,
if not suspiciously.

““Children,”’” said Maxwell, and
blew his nose, ‘‘say ‘thank you, God
bless you’ to the kind gentleman.’’

Four small voices repeated the
words gravely and correctly. The
fifth did its little best ‘‘Sank you,
Dod!’’ it piped cheerfully.

And for the first time in his life
the stout clerk saw and heard his
employer laugh.

“Won’t you be seated, sir?’’ in-
terposed Mrs. Maxwell, who was
greatly confused and also secretly
distressed that she should be caught
in her work-a-day attire. Her Sun-
day dress was quite decent, she re-
flected, though it was five years old.
“You’ll forgive the want of a fire,
sir,”’ she went on, ‘“‘but we lost our
heads when the things arrived. And
no wonder. Oh, Mr. Kedgery, we’d
thank you if we could—wouldn’t
we, Tom?”’

“God knows,”’ said Tom softly.
Then he woke up. ‘‘Milly, Mr. Ked-
gery must taste our wine—his

wine. Who has a better right?’’

Mrs. Maxwell flew from the room.
The children returned to examining
the toys.

“Look here, Maxwell,”” said Mr.
Kedgery, with the air of a man pull-
ing himself together, ‘‘you’re evi-
dently labouring under a delusion.’’

‘“‘Delusion, sir?’’

““Precisely. What on earth made
you think I had sent you anything?”’

‘“Oh—but you did, sir.”’

1.didn’¢!”
The clerk fairly staggered against
the table, ““Then whot . . . We

haven’t a rich friend in the world.
e I don’t understand. . . .
But you sent a message that you
would call.”

““I sent no message.’’

Maxwell seemed to have nothing
more to say. He looked crumpled
and disappointed.

Mr. Kedgery cleared his throat.
“I say, Maxwell, you had better go
and explain to your wife before she
returns. It will make things less
awkward for her, also for me. You
can add that my reason for calling’’
—he ecoughed—*‘was merely to men-
tion that your salary has been raised
twenty-five pounds as from begin-
ning of October last, so that you
have some arrears to get. . ., .
Be quiet, man! Hold your tongue,
and go and explain to your wife.”’

Left to himself, Mr. Kedgery
looked furtively at the children, his
thumb and forefinger in his waist-
coat pocket. The children were un-
doubtedly cleaner than he had ex-
pected them to be. He wondered
they did not feel the coldness of the
room. What a devil of a time Max-
well and his wife must have, to be
sure! He hadn’t quite understood
things before.

““Children!”’ he whispered sud-
denly. ‘‘Come here!’’

After some hesitation they came
and, taking hands, stood before him,

‘“But—er—I want you to hold out
your hands—to get something, you
know.”’

They held out their hands; rather
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grubby some of them, to be sure.
“Don’t lose it,”” said Mr. Ked-
gery, putting a sovereign into each.
To the youngest he said, with a
rather grim smile: ‘“And now who
do you think I am?”’ :
‘“A man,”’ was the somewhat dis-
appointing reply.
pgaid thge sepcond eldest boy: ‘1
know! You're Mr. Surprise!’’
“I believe you’ve hit it,”’ mut-
tered Mr. Kedgery. ‘“I'm certainly
a surprise to myself,”’

* * * * *

The parents reappeared. Mrs.
Maxwell’s eyes were red—perhaps
with looking for a long-neglected
corkscrew. She set a tray on a
vacant corner of the table,
gave Mr. Kedgery a look, the mem-
ory of which might comfort a man
in Hades, and devoted herself to per-
suading the children to choose one
toy each and retire. The eldest
daughter had already collected the
sovereigns for safety, and taken
them to a drawer in the kltchgn.

Maxwell opened a bottle like a
man unused to the job, and poured
wine into three tumblers. He hand-
ed one to the visitor, :

“Milly, you’ve got to take this
little drop,’”’” he said, handing her

nother.

= He drew himself up. “‘Sir,”’ he
began. But the toast he wanted to
give would not go into words. So
in a husky voice he said: ‘“‘God
bless you, sir; God bless every-
body,”” and took a gulp and turned
away.

Mr. Kedgery’s reply, however, was
not any more brilliant. That gentle-
man was feeling extremely awk-
ward, besides being half frozen, and
as soon as possible he took his de-

parture.
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Hailing a cab, he wus driven to
the station. In the cab he re-read a
crumpled telegram.

““You are earnestly requested to
call at 196 Rudd Street.’’

“That was a pretty lie I told,”’
he said to himself crossly,

He reached the station less than a
minute before the London train
started. Running along the plat-
form, he at last discovered Harring-
ton. Harrington let down the win-
dow and leaned out smiling,

Mr. Kedgery flourished the tele-
gram in his face, ““Confound you,
sir!”’

““Ah! You’ve there!”’
laughed Harrington.,

““Look here,”” said Mr. Kedgery,
“I don’t know what the game cost
you, but it’s going to cost the firm
twenty-five pounds a year.”

‘““Hooray! Christmas Eve—eh ¢

Mr. Kedgery chuckled drily. ““No,
my friend. He gets his rise from
first week in October last! I'm not
sentimental.’’

““Same thing, only more so.’

The train began to move,

““It isn’t the same thing,”’ roared
Mr. Kedgery. “And, look here,
Harrington. "I had to lie about the
dashed thing. I couldn’t explain
about your wire. I haq to pretend I
had called on my own account,’’ He
was ftrotting along the platform
now. ‘“‘And don’t you see what
he is going to cost me?”’ he panted.
“The beggar will think I'm—I'm a
silly, generous 2t

“I see! Only thing you can do
now is to live up to your lie!’’ Hap-
rington waved his hand as the other
dropped behind. “Merry Christmas,
old man!”’

Before he knew what he was
doing Mr. Kedgery had shouted :
““The same to you!®’

been




RAT-HOLES OF EDINBURGH
BY NEWTON MACTAVISH

Ilustrations from Etchings

ITH the human weakness that
induces wanderers to the eat-
ing-places or the drinking-places, I
began to consider what I might
order and where. To you, 1
fear, that circumstance has every
semblance of simplicity. Even to me,
it would be regarded as a trivial mo-
ment had it not made possible the
most enlivening incident of my Edin-
burgh experience.

I had dined well somewhere near
the Border, and now to this great
centre of Scottish culture I came, af-
ter nightfall, enthralled, yet looking
for a modest supper. I stood at the
corner of Princes street and the thor-
oughfare that leads over North bridge
and across High street—the General
Post-Office and Waverley station in
front of me; the Register House be-
hind; Calton Hill and its castellated
crown rising up on the left; the street
at the base curving back into unallur-
ing retreats; the Scott monument en-
hancing the middle foreground on the
right; and, back of that again, the
black turrets of the Castle forming
an imposing outline against the moon-
ensilvered cloud-bank beyond. Sup-
per, somehow, had found place in the
thoughts of one who was thus con-
fronted for the first time with this
world-renowned spectacle. That is
the unseemly part. And yet, who of
us, even in ecstatie periods, is _n_ot
driven by some one of the humanities
—the child to its toys, the m_aiden to
her dreams, the old man to his couch,
the woman to her sweets, the smoker
to the lounge, the roué to his haunts,
the inebriate to the dram-shop, the
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glutton to the trough? And so on
this occasion I was being driven, and
for the present at least I am dis-
tinctively classified.

I was considering what I should
order and where. Custom almost dic-
tates the combination of ale and beef
in England, wine and chicken in
France, beer and sausage in Germany,
rye and potatoes in Ireland. So I be-
gan to cast about for the stranger’s
privilege in Scotland. Scotch whisky
and haggis came readily to my mind,
but whether I decided on either, or
both, I shall leave the choice to the
individual conscience.

Soon I was moving, perhaps by im-
pulse, along Princes street, and there
I was accosted by a ragged youth who
had matches to sell. Had I any use
for matches? Who hasn’t?

“I’'m sae hungry!’’ he moaned.

But I couldn’t be bothered by un-
buttoning my coat and going down in-
to my pockets. It couldn’t be expect-
ed of me. Anyway, there was no end
to that kind of appeal.

““I’m sae hungry!”’

I gave him a curt refusal and
quickened my pace. Then I felt a
scruple of conscience; I might have
given him a three-penny bit and been
done with it. Still, there is always
the chance of not finding the bit, and
a man’s pride (humanity if you pre-
fer it), drives him to the length of
the sixpence or the shilling. Never-
theless, by some device or other a
brilliant idea got into my lethargic
brain, and I began to enlarge it to
the extent of thinking that it would
be a novel thing for me to forgo my
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own supper and give to the lad the
amount that it might cost, just as if
the idea had never before been con-
ceived, let alone put into practice.

That is another of the humanities.
We think things out, receive generous
impulses, perform even extravagant
acts, and all because we are pampering
the miserable little idea that we our-
selves are the originators of particular
ideas.

But I wasn’t going to turn around
and go back and humiliate myself by
saying to the boy, with my coat flying
open and my hands in my pockets,
‘““Here, my lad, I am a philanthropist;
take this two-shilling piece and get a
good supper for yourself.”’” (Oh! I had
no intention of including the usual
tip in my alms, for I knew that he
would go to an eating-place where tips
are not known).

But I wasn’t going to perform that
humiliating kind of generosity at all.
What I had in mind to do was to go
back and give the youth a chance to
accost me a second time. Would he do
it? I was actually fearing that per-
haps he, too, had some pride and that
he would not meet me half-way. I
didn’t wish my idea to fail of fruition,
so I gave good opportunity. I walked
slowly. I tried to affect that devil-me-
care bearing of the one to whom a
nickel on a holiday means nothing.

I passed him. He was huddled
within a corner shadow. He was not
alone, for I saw mnestling eclose up
against him another lad, a younger
than he, one of perhaps six or seven
years, and together they seemed as if
bemoaning their ill-luck. T had no
intention of going up and proffering
my alms. He would have to come.
But by this time I was past, and he
had not come. So I stopped in front
of a shop window, just to give him a
chance, and appeared to be much in-
terested in the display of hair-pins
and laces.

Did he come? No, he did not come.
That was the galling part of it. He
had stepped out from the corner, and
accosted, without success, one or two
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passers-by; and then he caught sight
of me looking into the window. I
could see him without turning my
head. He came hurriedly towards
me, but, remembering that I had curt-
ly refused before, he turned away, and
the expression of his countenance was
one of exquisite sadness. So it was
for me, after all, to encourage his ad-
vance. I turned my head slightly, and
with the amazing intuition of the
street urchin, he divined my purpose
and turned again towards me. My
heart thumped perceptibly, and my
fingers were fumbling the silver
coins in my pocket. He thrust out
his hand with the matches, but before
he had time to speak, I carelessly
tossed a half-crown at his feet and
felt a recall of dignity in the mere
sight of him getting down upon his
hands and knees to pick it out from a
crack in the pavement. As he rose
and hurried away, no word escaped
him, and I felt that for once in his
life he had realised with a look the
complement of eloquence,

I had thought that he would go back
and rejo'n his young companion in the
corner, but now I seemed to see him,
with the greed that belittles human-
ity, hurrying away as if he feared the
other would learn of his good fortune.
As I walked slowly after him, I heard
a singularly low yet penetrating
whistle, and a moment later the
younger urchin from the corner scur-
ried past. I was too far behind to
hear anything that was said as the
one overtook the other, but I saw the
arm of the larger almost envelop the
smaller’s puny form, and then the
two, half running. half dancing, has-
tened away into the gathering gloom.

I followed quickly. The pair turn-
ed to the right, went over the bridge,
up the incline, and down along High
street, where for the moment I lost
sight of them in that kaleidoscopie
movement of submerged humanity.
The scene interested me, so I moved
along, and presently caught a last
glimpse of the two mediums of my
big idea turning, still with the arm
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of one enfolding the other, into what
looked like a hole in the wall; and
as I hurried to the spot and stood
there, at the entrance, I received my
first impression of one of the rat-
holes of Edinburgh.

The entrance was a little higher
and not much wider than an ordin-
ary doorway, but its depths were ex-
tensive and mysterious and cavern-
ous. The time was not late, so I
ventured a closer acquaintance, and
had it not been for the sea of child-
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‘mouth, ““Poor oot!

ren that came at me like a swarm
of bees I might have made at least
a fair survey of the coastline. The
surging mass shouted almost as one
Poor oot!”’
which was intended as a mild intima-
tion for me to pour out of my abun-
dance upon their unoffending heads.
I had started as one who acts the
philanthropist in a humble way, and
thus far I had had some of the joys
and exaltations of giving, without
having given much. Here, however,
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was rare opportunity, and yet I fled
from it. But the rabble pursued me,
and I soon interpreted their jargon
as a volunteer competition in the re-
cital of local history. The difficulty
from my standpoint was that all talk-
ed with a broad lowland accent, and
all together, and all with the same
lingo, just as if they had memorised
a chapter from some guide-book.

All this might have been expected,
because High street is steeped in his-
tory, and the children are steeped in
High street—in its wynds and its
closes and its courts, characteristics
that have made it different from all
other thoroughfares and that now
make permissible the appellation,
““The Rat-holes of Edinburgh.”’ Be-
cause they are little more than holes
in the wall in comparison with the
magnifient parallel promenade of
Princes street, scarcely more than a
stone’s-throw away.

“Poor oot! Poor oot!”’

The young historians thus inter-
rupted their recital in order that the
one purpose of their enthusiasm might
be kept well before me. But I had no
small coins, and I consoled myself
with the thought that, were I to give
a shilling, the one to first grasp it
would bolt down street and evade the
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others, an instance of honour among
beggars such as I had witnessed in a
small village on the road to Waterloo.
But the concourse was inereasing, so
I entered a shop and changed some
silver for half-pennies. Then, going
again into the street, I heaved a dozen
or more of them into the air, and with
the seramble that ensued upon their
descent I managed to escape.

Now I was free to look about. Wo-
men with shawls over their heads and
jugs in their hands passed to and.
from the tap-rooms, and in the mid-
dle of the street, and indeed every-
where, were groups of men whose stat-
ure and appearance gave them no title
of Scotchmen. I thought that some-
thing important had happened and
that they were discussing it. 1 had
just heard about Jenny Geddes having
thrown her stool at Dean Hannay as
he began to read in St. Giles’ Cathe-
dral the service of the Church of Eng-
land. Although it was news to me,
the incident oceurred away back in
1627, and was the first stroke in the
great struggle for freedom of econ-
seience. But the groups, unlike me,
hadn’t this event in mind at all, and
then it oceurred to me that perhaps
they were criticising Robert Louis
Stevenson’s admiration for High



R e S e T

OLD PLAYHOUSE CLOSE

street and the environment. I soon
learned that they were permitting
Robert Louis to rest peacefully in his
grave, but I had yet to know that
they weren’t even dlSCllSSan' the in-
delicacy of Smollett, whose novel-
writiné had been done in a house ap-
proached through one of the holes in
the wall. I didn’t even know that
they weren’t at fever heat over the
fact that eriminals’ ears had been cut
off and nailed to the gallows hard by
the old market cross. They used to
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do that away back in 1600: at least,
they nailed something to the ﬂallows
but whether it was the ears or what re-
mained I couldn’t discover.

These things were all new to me,
and when I asked an amenable l(ml\-
ing civilian who was standing slight-
ly apart from ome of the groups—
when T asked him, as courteously as
I thought was necessary, whether it
was true that old John Knox used to
preach three times on week-days and
only twice on Sundays, he took me
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aside, saying that he had had nothing
to eat since morning. Then he took
me in.

The groups in the street had got on
my nerves. They stood here and
there all the way down the mile that
leads from the Castle to Holyrood
Palace. But while they were on my
nerves, the characters who used to
frequent these haunts were in my
mind. In fancy I could see Sir Walter
Scott standing on the Heart of Mid-
lothian, a spot in this street that is
now marked by the form of a heart
outlined with granite inlaid in the
pavement. But surely the groups
weren’t discussing that. Every few
steps I took I passed a rat-hole, and
heard tunes lilted here and the pipes
skirled there and a fiddle stroked a
little farther on. Into and out from
these closes and wynds bedraggled
looking folk went singly and in pairs.
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Sometimes they flitted in like a sha-
dow, and I followed them with my
eyes, to see their unattractive forms
melt into the mists and glooms of
those mysterious recesses. Who would
not lament the degradation into which
these places had fallen? Here at one
time, when Edinburgh was a walled
city, embracing little more than High
street (from the Castle to Holyrood),
the great of the city abode, and some
of the buildings still show remains of
costly and elaborate finish and decora-
tion.

The groups in the street were still
at it, while I went along making
mental notes of the names above the
entrances to the closes: Campbell’s
close, Ramsay’s close, Panmure’s close,
Forsyth’s close, Dunbar’s close, Rae’s
close, Gibb’s close, Covenant close, and
Geddes’s entry. I feared that I might
discover MacTavish’s outlet, but
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the Macs were not conspicuous, and
then I remembered that the Highlands
were still some distance beyond. Sa-
loons were at hand on all hands, and
there appeared to be sociability in the
meeting of bleary-eyed men and wo-
men for good measure together in the
public bar. From these places slat-
tern forms would issue, and I saw un-
kempt, haggard and besotted men and
women sitting in undignified abandon
under the very eaves of the building
where John Knox used to thunder
forth the foundations of the Scottish
faith. And they all seemed to come
from and go to the rat-holes, the closes,
the wynds, from the gloomy places.
What would Smollett think if he could
see it now? What would Scott
think? And Allan Ramsay the poet?
And even Robert Louis Stevenson?
And, if modesty would permit it,
what did I think? I thought that I
should like to know what important
topic had caused so many groups to
come out from the holes in the walls
into the street. When I asked a young
chap who had the stamp of honesty
upon his face to please tell me whe-
ther there had been a fire, a scandal,
or an election, he ran his fingers
through his hair, struck an attitude
which served his purpose perhaps as
well as if he had struck me, and then
proceeded to deliver the first of a ser-
ies of lectures on the newest form of
socialism. Soon we had a group of
our own, but I moved on, wishing to
be alone with my thoughts about the
trouble King David I. must have had
founding the Abbey of Holyrood at
the foot of the hill. You see, these
matters of mere history were in my
mind, and I naturally took some pride
in my knowledge. And after I had
been alome long enough with thoug}lts
of David, I ventured an observation
in the presence of a citizen who aect-

ed with the independence of one who
has just paid his taxes.

““These groups in the street,” I said,
with a subtle insinuation of inquiry in
the tone, ‘“‘seem to have some interest-
ing, apparently some important, topic
of discussion.”

He looked at me, almost in pity, as
I now see it, and then moved quietly
away. But I felt that he had misun-
derstood me, so I followed him a few
paces.

““These groups,”” I said, ‘‘pardon
me, seem to be engrossed in some sub-
ject. Is there, has there—?’

““Och, no,” he interrupted, full of
what must have been disdain, ** they 're
Jist haein’ a bit erack afore turnin’
m,

That reminded me that I might do
very well with a snack myself, as it
was late. So I invited my informant
to join me, feeling that a dram or two
of something might not go amiss in a
strange land. We went in, and soon

became engaged in an animated dis-.

cussion of the ethies of philanthrophy.
From him I received some good ideas,
particularly when, just as we were
saying good-bye, he asked whether I
could not let him have a couple of
““bob’’ until Saturday night.

The groups in the street had disap-
peared. Many of the lights had been
put out, and the shop windows looked
dark. T passed on alone, for my in-
formant had disappeared into one of
the holes, and just as T was about to
turn aside to hail a cab, T saw some-
thing revolve in front of me on the
sidewalk, then stand erect and say:

“Poor oot!”’

No heart but of stone could resist an
appeal like that, so I tossed him a
sixpence, and then saw him fade into
the enfolding night.

He was the younger of the two
whom I had encountered at the outset.
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MY father married again. His

second wife was Katherine,
daughter of Sir Nathaniel Dukin-
field, Baronet. She was an excel-
lent woman, managed her household
admirably, and was very good to the
poor, who thronged to her funeral
when she died. She was a relic of
the old style, saying ‘‘goold,”
“Room’ (for Rome), ‘‘sennight”’
(for week), ‘““dish of tea.”” About
1848, my father, having independent
means, gave up his profession, in
which. however, he had been very
successful, and retired to a country
house at Mortimer, eight miles
from Reading. The country there,
though unrenowned, was lovely,
with a rich view of English land-
scape from every eminence. The
parish, while it was thoroughly
rural, was social, containing several
mansions. A new curate when asked
by the Bishop whether his cure was
not very interesting, could reply,
“Very interesting, indeed, my
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Lord; I have seven parishioners who
give fish and soup.’” Still, even here
the lot of the labourer was hard, and
his life of toil was too apt to end in
the grim workhouse which marred
the beauty of the landscape. There
was deep pathos in the melancholy
complacency with which he looked
forward to a decent funeral. 1 am
glad that I stood on the platform
with Joseph Arch, who had a good
work to do and did it honestly, with
simplicity, and well; though, like
other agitators, he may have found
it difficult to end the campaign when
his battle had been won.

The neighbourhood was not unhis-
toric. IHard by was Silchester City
with its massive walls, a monument
of Imperial Rome. Our windows
looked on a rising ground with trees
which in their disposition still bore
the trace of a Plantagenet hunting
lodge. Old Upton Manor House,
with its hiding places for the hunted
Jesuit or priest recalled the religious

-
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struggles of the early Tudor times.

The farmers in those days were
conservative. They ploughed with
four horses, they voted with the
Squire. They attended the Parish
Church, from neighbourly feeling
fully as much as on religious
grounds. The labourer went to
church rather under pressure, pre-
ferring the little Methodist Chapel
in a sly corner of the Parish, the eye-
sore of the Parson and the Squire,
though he looked to his Parish
Church for Christening, marriage,
and burial. A change was fast com-
ing over the relation between the
farmer and the labourer. They now
no longer eat at the same board.
The farmer’s wife has become a
lady with a piano, looking down on
the farmhands. What has wrought
the change? ;

The Parson was the social, as well
as the spiritual, guide and the al-
moner of the Parish, Much depended
on him, especially where the Squire
was not regularly resident. OQur
Parson, Harper, afterwards Bishop
of Christ Church, New Zealand,
was excellent. But in some neigh-
bouring Parishes, especi_ally where
the living was in the gift of very
close Colleges, and the Incumbent,
truly so called, was an old Fellow
of the College who had spent half
his life boozing in Common Room
while he was waiting for prefer-
ment, things were not so well. One
of these spiritual Pastors going up
to a College festival and taking his
Churchwarden with him was by the
Churchwarden put to bed in his
boots. I fancy that though the
peasantry could not fail to be grate-
ful for the services of such a Parson
as Harper or Fraser, tHere ‘was al-
ways in their minds a lurking sus-
picion of the black police.

Squires differed as much as Par-
sons. On the average they were not
so good; for a man must bg made of
fine clay if he will conscientiously

rform his duty when he is not
obliged. Some Squires were agri-
cultural improvers, builders of

model cottages, just to the poor.
Most of them, in those days, at all
events, were resident; globe-trotting
had not come in; the passion for life
in pleasure-cities was not so strong
as it is now, Nor had agricultural
depression and loss of rents begun
to drive the lord of the mansion
from his home. Some years ago, re-
visiting England, I was the guest of
an old friend in an historie house to
which it was evident he had difficulty
in clinging. In walking we came to
a point where we looked across a
valley to the new palace of a Jewish
financier, and I could read my old
friend’s thoughts in his face.

Rural society in England has been
changing, and so have its outward
features. Some years ago I commis-
sioned an artist in England to paint
for me a series of drawings repre-
senting things as they had been in our
neighbourhood when I was young.
It was with difficulty that an old
homestead and thatehed cottage were
found. The Churches, all but one,
had been restored by Ritualism,
which, though a change backward,
was a change.

Country houses were beautiful ;
but in country society there was no
enchantment. You rolled eight or
ten miles to a large dinner party ;
you talked horses and roads, heard
perhaps after dinner some lady play
her grand piece on the piano; and
rolled home again. There were
county balls, and, in summer, arch-
ery meetings. Garden parties were
not yet. For the men the coverside
was the Club. Next to the Lord
Lieutenant in importance was the
Master of the Hounds. Qur Master
of the Hounds, when I was first at
Mortimer, was Sir John Cope. He
lived at Bramshill, a palace built
by James I. on the skirt of what
was then a forest country as a hunt-
ing box for his son Prince Henry,
whose guest Archbishop Abbot was
when he accidentally killed the
Keeper. Sir John was a type of his
class. He hunted a wide country.
In winter his life was spent in the
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saddle; in summer in training
horses. He swore in good old style.
“Sir John’s pretty well in his
swearing, sir,”’ was his groom’s
answer to my father’s inquiry after
his health. Having no wife or child
he lived alone in that vast pile. At
length he became paralysed and
could only sit on the terrace to see
the hounds meet. His last solace
was to have them called over by
the Huntsman at his bedside. The
end of the fox-hunter’s life was apt
to be dreary. I remember another
of them, who, having outlived his
Melton set, living, like Cope, alone
in a great mansion, and, like him,
paralysed, had no solace but shoct-
ing rabbits, which he did sitting in
a eart on a musie-stool, the stool
enabling him to turn his paralyzed
side enough for a shot. The rabbits,
which he preserved, probably eat
up a quarter of his rents.

Not far off was the country of
Assheton Smith, paragon and pride
of all fox-hunters, who hunted his
own hounds when he was past
seventy, and performed marvellous
feats of horsemanship, clearing a
canal by leaping on and off a barge,
leaping up hill a rail over which,
when he had carried away the top
bar, nobody ecould follow. His
horses were so thoroughly trained
to take everything at which he put
them that one of them, when
the rider was looking back after
a lag hound, jumped with him
into the middle of a pond. Assheton
Smith went to hunt with old John
Warde, a relative of my step-
mother, called the Father of Fox-
hunting, at Squerries, Warde’s
place in Kent. There was a frost.
But Warde had the hounds out to
show them to his guest. Smith de-
sired to see them find a fox. Warde
consented, but said he must whip
off at the edge of the cover. Smith
gave a look which Warde under-
stood and said, ‘‘If that’s what you
mean, get wupon Blue Ruin’’—
Warde’s favourite horse. Smith got
upon Blue Ruin, had a run of

twenty minutes over a frozen coun-
try, and killed. Warde deserved
his sobriquet. Winter after winter
he left his beautiful mansion to
hunt some distant county, lodging
where he could, and telling his wife
that any room was large enough
for a gentleman in which he could
put on his stockings without open-
ing the door. He would take at
once into his service, without in-
quiry into character, any bold rider
or good driver, sometimes to the
dismay of his wife, a worthy
woman, who tried to civilise these
waifs. Looking out of window at
Hatchett’s, in Piccadilly, he saw an
urchin drive a four-in-hand coach
up to the door in good style. He
went down at once and took the
urchin into his service. They were
sitting in the drawing-room at
Squerries one Sunday evening
when the urchin was announced to
say his Collect. Mrs. Warde, who
was rather deaf, went into the next
room to hear him. The door be-
tween the rooms being left ajar, they
heard the urchin, instead of his Col-
lect, repeat, ‘‘Dickory, Dickory,
Dock,”’ ete., at the end of which he
was praised for saying his Collect
so well and rewarded with a shil-
ling.

There was a fellow-feeling among
fox-hunters, at least among the
veterans. My father found himself
on his travels, in a ecity where he
was not known, short of cash. He
went to a Bank and tendered a
cheque saying that as he was un-
known to them, he would call in a
day or two for the money. But the
Banker cashed the cheque at once,
saying: I saw you cross the street;
I knew from your gait that you were
a fox-hunter; you are sure to be
honest.”” I had myself once to
meet in conference a Tory Peer who
evidently regarded me, as a Liberal,
with some suspicion; but it hap-
pening to come out that I followed
the hounds his brow seemed to
clear, and our conference proceeded
happily. He probably thought that

~
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in any man who followed the hounds
there must be a remnant of good.
There were still hunting parsons.
We had one in our Parish, who,
however, had given up his profes-
sion and was said only to put on a
white tie when he was going to
deal for a horse. There was an-
other near us who, when sentiment
grew stricter, was called to account
by the Bishop. ‘‘Mr. Blank, I have
not a word to say against your min-
istrations. But this is a tattling
world and they tell me that you
hunt.”” “It is indeed a tattling
world, my Lord. They say your
Lordship goes to the Queen’s balls.”
““It is true that when I am invited
by Her Majesty I do not think it
proper to decline. But I am never
in the room in which the dancing is
going on.”” ‘‘That is just my case,
my Lord. I have only one old mare,
and I am never in the field in which
hounds are.”’
thSames Fraser, afterwards Bishop
of Manchester, was rector of the
next parish. He was no less first-
rate as a horseman than he was
afterwards as Bishop, the firm seat
and light hand perhaps still coming
into play. Kingsley was to be met
in the hunting field. Perhaps this
helped him with Sir John Cope,
who was patron of the good living
f Eversley.
2 The farx}r’xers in those days could
afford to share the sport, and, pro-
vided you kept clear of young
wheat and beans, had no objection
to your riding over their fields. T_hls
will hardly continue. Fox-hunting
will share the general change. Al-
ready it has become rather artificial,
and more like a steeplechase than
a hunt, little notice being taken of
the working of the hounds, which
had been the great point with th-e
fox-hunters of old. However, it
gave me some merry days and an
addition to my rather scanty stock
of health. As Freeman, the scourge
of fox-hunters, is gone, I may ven-
ture to say that few pleasures can
equal a good run. To shooting I
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did not so much take. If I enjoyed
a season in the Highlands it was
more for the air, the scenery, the
heather, and the lunch when the
ladies came out to meet us by the
burn’s side, than for the grouse.
Not in Scotland but in America’ I
once shot a deer. I did not kill it
and they had to cut its throat. I
shall never forget the pitiful look
of its soft eyes. Never would I
have shot at another deer.

Not being a smoker—for they
would not let us smoke at Eton and
nobody smoked in my College—I
have often wondered in what the
pleasure of smoking consists. Is it
an anodyne for the over-wrought
brain? Whenever there was a long
check, out came the cigars. But
those brains were not over-wrought.

We were in the near parish to
Strathfieldsaye, the country-seat of
the Duke of Wellington. The old
Duke performed all the duties of life
and among them, when he could, that
of country gentleman. When his
work in town permitted, he came
down, called on his neighbours, en-
tertained them, and showed himself
to his people. I turned up ome of
his ample visiting-cards with his
“F.M.”’ the other day. There was
a farm which ran into his estate and
which he wished to buy; but it was
held at too high a price. One day
on his arrival at Strathfieldsaye he
was greeted by his bailiff with the
glad tidings that the owner of the
farm was in diffieulties and was
forced to sell at a low price. “I
don’t want to take advantage of
any man’s difficulties,”” he replied;
‘‘go and give him the fair price for
his land.”” He rode with hounds,
but had a loose military seat and
was sometimes thrown. He did not
like this to be noticed, and was far
from pleased when a farmer said to
him, ““I see your Grace often parted
from your saddle. Ye should tak
oop your stirrups and ride as I do.”’
He was tenacious of his character,
as sportsman, and was greatly hurt
when, on account of his age, he
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ceased to be invited to the Prince
Consort’s shooting parties. He kept
a hunting stud to the last, though
he could ride no farther than the
cover-side. He had not much taste,
and when a Roman villa was opened
on his estate and drew visitors he
had it covered up, saying that if
people wanted to see curiosities they
must go to Italy. The Church at
Strathfieldsaye was in the park and
was an unecclesiastical structure in
a cruciform shape with a cupola,
bespeaking the fantastic taste of the
last Lord of Strathfieldsaye. Gerald
Wellesley, the Duke’s nephew, who
was Rector of Strathfieldsaye, had
often begged the Duke in vain to
build something more like a Church.
One day, however, the Duke said,
““Gerald, I begin to think you are
right. That building is not like a
Church. I'll tell you what I'll do;
I'll put a steeple on it.”’ The last
time I saw the Duke was at the
door of that Church. He was told
that one of his old Generals had just
died. He looked grave for a mo-
ment as if he felt it to be a warning.
Then he said, ‘““He was a very old
man, though;"” put his arm in that
of Lady Douro; and trudged sturd-
ily away. The Duke was cold and
aristocratie, or rather undemocratie,
for he did not think much of titular
rank. His soldiers trusted rather
than loved him. He took too little
thought for their claims or for their
comfort and spoke of them with too
little feeling. But he was a noble
model of simple devotion to duty,
perfectly free from vanity, at least
while his mind remained unim-
paired. A worshipper, it was said,
went up to him and begged to be
allowed to take the hand of the
vietor of Waterloo. ‘‘Don’t make a
damned fool of yourself,”” was the
hero’s reply.

The second Duke I knew well and
was his guest at Strathfieldsaye. He
had something of his father’s fea-
tures, though without the forehead,
and a spark of the intellect, but
nothing of the character. He was a

mere sybarite. He was married to
a beautiful woman and neglected
her. It was said that when she
complained to the old Duke, who
was very fond of her, the answer
was, ‘‘My dear, the Wellesleys have
always been bad husbands.’’ Of the
history of the old Duke’s marriage
there were different versions, but no
version was happy. The common
one was that he had formed the en-
gagement when the lady was in her
beauty and had kept it as a point
of honour when she was pitted
with smallpox. This certainly was
not true. The fact, I believe, was,
that she rejected him; that he went
abroad, and, on his return, when his
love had cooled, was persuaded by
a friend of the lady to offer himself
again. But Wellington, the soul of
duty, was not warm-hearted, or
likely to be a very loving mate.

Punctual in the performance of
all the duties of life, the old Duke
at Strathfieldsaye went regularly
to Church. He had a gallery to
himself with a fireplace, the fire in
which, growing deaf, he was apt to
poke rather loud.

In a paddock at Strathfieldsaye,
‘“Copenhagen,’”” Wellington’s charg-
er at Waterloo, ended his days. ‘““A
low-shouldered brute’’ the second
Duke irreverently called him to my
father. He was a half Arab, aud
the breed, I believe, is apt to be low
in the shoulder. The formation, )
fancied, was perceptible in the
Equestrian Statue which stood over
the arch on Constitution Hill, and
which, grotesque as-its position was,
the old Duke did not like to have
removed.

The second Duke showed me a
collection of likenesses of Napoleon;
I told him there was one he had
not; a bust taken at the time of the
Egyptian expedition, differing from
the rest, as I thought, by showing
something more of enthusiasm and
less of the hard look of settled am-
bition. It was in possession of
Jérome Bonaparte at Baltimore. The
Duke asked me when I returned to

»
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America to get him a photograph.
The first attempt was a failure. But
afterwards Jérome showed himsell a
genuine Bonaparte by the develop-
ment of a cancerous tumour, of
which he died. A photograph of
the tumour was taken for submis-
sion to physicians at Paris. The
photographer then got a good im-
pression of the bust, which I sup-
pose is still at Strathfieldsaye.

It was difficult to find anyone who
had seen Napoleon. I made that re-
mark at a dinner party when a voice
near me said, ‘‘I saw Napoleon.”” It
was Lord Russell, who had paid
Napoleon a visit at Elba, accounts
of which are already in print. I
asked Lord Russell whether the
common portraits were like. He
said they were. I asked him
whether there was not in the face
that hard look of selfish ambition.
This he had not noticed; but he
said, and repeated with emphasis,
that there was something very evil
in the eye. When Lord Russell spoke
of war, Napoleon’s eye flashed,
showing, what was certainly the
fact, that the lust of war was with
him in itself a ruling passion. It is
difficult to divine what else could
have led him to invade Russia. He
evidently had no intenti(_)n of re-
storing Poland. He was immensely
fat, Lord Russell said, and this
might account for his fatal lack of
activity in his last campaign.

At Three-Mile-Cross, not far off,
dwelt Miss Mitford, the authoress,
whose ‘‘Belford Regis’’ portraying
under feigned names the characters
of Reading, amused in its day. She
had won a large sum in a lottery.
It was squandered by a worthless
father to whom she remained a most
devoted daughter. Her great friend
and literary allay was Talfourd,
whose ‘‘Ion”’ though now forgotten
is not without classical merit.

Another notable mneighbour at
Mortimer was Sir Henry Russell, of
Swallowfield, a retired Anglo-Indian
of distinetion, who had long been
the Resident at Hyderabad. He

was a fine specimen of the old
Anglo-Indian school. It being in his
days a six months’ voyage from
England to India, he had passed his
life in Hindostan and had learned to
identify himself with the people. No
such word as ‘““Nigger’’ ever passed
his lips. He seemed to regard a
Hindoo gentleman as his equal,
though of a different race and reli-
gion.  Missionaries he abhorred.
‘“No gentleman,”’” he said, ‘‘ever
changed his policies or his religion.”
He was a man of refined tastes, a
good writer and a model of urban-
ity. When he was dying his medi-
cal man pressed on him a useless
draught, telling him it would do him
good. ‘‘I am sure it will,”’ he said,
“if it comes from your hand.” He
had brought away from India a
healthy frame, as he said anyone
might who would be temperate and
careful. He was an active local im-
prover and a practical pioneer of
the reform of the Poor Law.

At Bearwood, not far off, lived
the mortal enemy of the new Poor
Law, John Walter, of The Times.
The mighty Radical, as he then was,
had pitched his tent among Tory
Squires to whom his name was a
terror and with whom he for some
time lived at war. He had a very
strong temper, was firm in friend-
ship, and inflexible in hate. When
he was rebuked for the rancour with
which he assailed a public man who
he thought had betrayed him and
reminded that the Bible told yon to
forgive your enemies, his answer
was, “Yes; but it doesn’t tell you
to forgive your friends.” My
father was in treaty for the pur-
chase of a house which had a road
running too near it. Application
had been made at Quarter Sessions
for permission to turn the road. The
vendor happened to be a particular
enemy of Walter. Time after time
Walter came with the only two
local allies which he had to Quarter
Sessions and opposed the turning of
the road. My father happening to
meet him, asked him what ecould be
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the motive of his opposition. It
turned out that he had fancied that
the turning of the road was a con-
dition of the purchase and that the
sale was hung up on that account.
Learning that he was mistaken, he
ceased to oppose the turning of the
road.

In Mortimer lived Sir John Mow-
bray, the high Tory member for the
University of Oxford. His high
Toryism did not interfere with our
friendship, which was kept up by
correspondence when I had left
England. The value of the English
rule which forbids polities to inter-
fere with social relations is felt
when one’s lot is cast where that
rule does not prevail and people
feel at liberty to indulge their per-
sonal propensities under cover of
political opinion. Mowbray was
very interesting for he was an epi-
tome of the House of Commons.

We had visitors at Mortimer, one
of them was Admiral, afterwards
Lord, Lyons, a man of keen intel-
ligence and thorough knowledge of
the world, as well as a great naval
commander., He had been Ambassa-
dor at Athens, and told some good
stories of those days. There was to
be a Court Ball. A British Consul
and his family came to Athens for
it. Lyons lunched with them on the
day. A little boy asked for some-
thing on the table. Being refused,
he asked for it again, threatening
to tell if they would not give it to
him. Again they refused. He flour-
ished his spoon and shouted
“@rand-mamma’s dead.”” It had
been agreed to keep the old lady’s
demise quiet till after the Ball
Lyons gave a diplomatic dinner to
propitiate an offended Oriental.
There was an iced pudding, which,
being taken to the guest of honour,
first, he, seeing something unctuous,
helped himself to it and put a large
piece in his mouth. He jumped up,
furious, spluttering and rushed out
of the room. Lyons followed and
found him implacable. His mouth
was burnt; it was an abominable

trick; else why had the pudding
been taken to him first? He went
away unappeased, and diplomacy
missed its mark.

Other visitors were Sir Roderick
and Lady Murchison. Sir Roderick
was a cavalry officer who had taken
to science, and, being rich, became
its Amphytrion. Lady Murchison
was very bright. She and I went to
see Maple Durham, a fine Eliza-
bethan house near Reading. Across
the grounds there was a public path
from which there was a good view
of the mansion, to the lord of which
the path, trenching on his privacy,
was an eyesore. We were standing
on this path to look at the house
when a servant came up and said,
““Strangers are not allowed to
stand here.”” ‘‘Are they not,”’ said
Lady Murchison, ‘‘then will you
kindly fetech me a chair.”” Sir Rod-
erick had been invited by the Czar
Nicholas to survey the mining re-
gion of the Urals. He became inti-
mate with the Czar and testified,
there is no doubt truly, to the Czar’s
perfect good-will to England.

‘Who now lives in the old house,
thinking nothing of its former in-
mates? Who strolls beneath those
elms in the summer evening and
looks over the lawn to the farm on
the hill which marks the site of the
Plantagenet hunting-seat? Whose
is now the room from the window of
whieh, rising to my early studies, I
used to see the moon and the morn-
ing star together in the sky? If
you wish to give yourself a fit of the
blues, you cannot do better than
think of the haunts of your youth
and call up the forms once familiar
which have now long since become
dust.

I cannot help mentioning my
father’s household as almost a relie
of old times. It was a household in
the true sense of the term. In it
were five upper servants whose
united terms of service with my
father, my step-mother, or both,
were two hundred and thirty years.
They thoroughly identified them-
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selves with the family and its in-
terests, and when the household was
broken up, took their® pensions, and
went into no other service. I am
afraid they were not highly edu-
cated; I doubt whether they could
have produced a grammatical letter
among them. The old coachman
who had been with my father more
than fifty years, could neither read
nor write. He was excellent in his
calling, and not without refinement
of feeling. When his mistress was
dying he sent her up a rose as his

farewell. Growing very old he had
a fit upon the box. They wanted
him to give up the reins, promising
him as a pension his full wages and
his house. But he said that if he
ceased to drive the family he would
die; the medical man said he be-
lieved he would. The master and
mistress seldom left home and
treated the domestics, not as ser-
vants, but as members of a house-
hold. Households are  hardly
possible now; in America it seems
almost unexampled.

THE GATES OF DAWN
(Suggested by the picture painted by Draper)
BY JOHN BOYD

AN angel stands by the gates of dawn,
A rapt look in her face,
The light is softly breaking on
Her form of heavenly grace.

Heralds of joy to all the world,
The rays that spring o’erhead;

A new-born day has dawned on earth,
The darksome night has fled.

The lingering mists are fadine fast
Before the brightening heams,

The sun is rising in its strength,
On earth its glory gleams.

So shall she stand in that dread hour—
A brighter presence far—

‘When death shall with its heavy pall
Our onward vision bar.

Then shall the Sun of Suns appear,
With splendid lustre shine,

And we shall hail the glorious light
That tells of love divine.




MR. CRAMPTON REBELS
BY MARY STUART BOYD

1 DON'T like mince,”” Mr.

Crampton said, surveying
with distaste the dish before him.
“We seem always to have it for
lunch.”’

From the opposite end of the table
his elder daughter regarded her
father with disapproval.

‘““What else would we make of
the cold meat, papa? Would you
have it thrown out?’’ she asked.

“With your teeth, papa! You
know mince is easy to assimilate,”
chimed in her sister, with a well-
intentioned but blundering attempt
at conciliation.

““Tush!’* retorted Mr. Crampton,
a frown of impatience upon features
that were cast for smiles.

‘““Rice pudding again,”’ he pro-
tested, when the succeeding course
was served. ‘‘Really, Sophia—you
know I never interfere with the
housekeeping or with your manage-
ment of the servants—but need we
have rice pudding every day?’’

‘““Be just, papa,”’ Sophia an-
swered coldly. ‘‘It was semolina
pudding we had yesterday.’’

‘““Yes, and tapioca pudding on
Sunday,’’ added Ella.

“I don’t care what you ecall it. I
detest milk puddings. Why can’t
we have something nice? A plum-
pudding now, or an apple-tart,
or___”

“Plum-pudding! Pastry! With
your digestion, papal’’

““There’s nothing wrong with my
digestion,”’ retorted Mr. Crampton
testily.

““Remember what Dr. Spencer
said when you were so ill. He posi-
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tively and strictly forbade——"’

‘“‘But that’s years ago. My diges-
tion is as good as it ever was, and
my teeth are all right. I’m not an
octogenarian, that I should be fed
upon spoon-meat.’’

““You know, papa, that it is your
tastes only that we consider.”’ Sophia
wore an aggrieved air.

“Tush !”” once more replied her
father, rising from the table with a
curt intimation that he proposed
going for a walk alone.

“You’ve vexed poor Sophia,
papa,”’ Ella said reproachfully, as
she helped her insurgent parent into
his top-coat and insisted upon en-
cumbering him with a muffler. ““You
know how devoted she is to you.”

Mr., Crampton said nothing. He
might be an ungracious beast, he
told himself, but he did wish his
daughters were a shade less zealous
in their watchful care over a health
that he knew to be robust.

It was a glorious day in late Oec-
tober. A soft west wind wafted
fleecy white clouds across a sky of
tender blue. The sun-warmed air
was full of vitality, but Mr. Cramp-
ton left Marine Villa in little mood
to enjoy it. Since, half-a-dozen years
earlier, he had retired on his Civil
Service pension to the pleasant
South-coast town of Budcombe, his
daughters had united to guard his
welfare with a degree of solicitude
that had gradually become a decided
burden. Because his active life had
ceased, they had assumed that he
must necessarily be treated as a frail
old man. A clear injustice, when he
was as hale as he had ever been.
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For some time he had felt their
attention irksome, though this was
the first occasion on which he had
openly rebelled. And as he walked
quickly along, he was in a state of
mental irritability foreign to his
genial nature. In place of taking
his usual afternoon saunter towards
the bowling-green he kept to the
beach, and soon began ascending the
track that led to the cliffs west of
the town.

The path was a steep one. So
steep, indeed, as to have called forth
protest on the part of Mr. Cramp-
ton’s solicitous guardians whenever
he spoke of ascending for the pur-
pose of enjoying the view from
where the flag-staff graced the high-
est point some distance off. With
the new-born spirit of revolt firing
his blood, he resolved to reach it
now.

Mr. Crampton was naturally
sweet-tempered; and as he rested,
panting a little, on a seat placed
half-way up the first slope, and
watched the waves breaking in
scarves of foam on the beach, his
resentment quickly lost strength.

Feeling his top-coat a burden, he
took it off, and, stuffing the muffler
into one of its pockets, resumed the
ascent with greater ease. It was a
long time since he had gone so far
alone. The solitude gave him an
unwonted sense of freedom.

The higher he climbed, the higher
his spirits rose. The sense of petty
annoyance that had culminated in
his outburst at lunch ceased to gall
him. He felt again a youth, or
rather experienced something of the
exhilaration of a trnant school-boy.
And when, after crossing the chine
and ascending the farther slopes
where the heather was beginning to
wither, he reached the flag-staff, he
was proud to find himself eompara-
tively fresh.

As he rested, enjoying the wide
prospect and rejoicing in his achieve-
ment, he caught sight of feminine
headgear moving towards him
through the tall furze bushes that
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lined the path. When the wearer of
the hat neared him he recognised
Mrs. Welford, a widow, also resi-
dent in Budeombe, with whom he
had a slight acquaintance. Mrs.
Welford, who carried a basket, was
moving as lightly as a girl, in spite
of her fifty odd years.

‘“Mr, Crampton!”’ she exclaimed,
as he rose to greet her. ‘‘Fancy you
coming so far!”

‘““Now, why should it be too far
for me, if it isn’t for you?’’ demand-
ed Mr. Crampton, with a slight re-
turn of his former testiness.

‘‘Oh, of course, it isn’t. Not at
all. Only I have never happened to
see you here before, though it’s a
favourite walk of my own.”’

‘“Well, I haven’t been here be-
fore,”” Mr. Crampton confessed. ‘I
—I was under the impression that
the distance was greater than it ap-
pears to be. Now that I know what
a comparatively easy eclimb it is, I'll
come often.”’

He spoke the words as though re-
gistering a vow against unseen op-
position; and Mrs. Welford, who
was tactful as well as kindly, dexter-
ously changed the subject by talking
of her own affairs.

‘“Every Tuesday from April till
late autumn I come to gather wild
flowers on the landslide just beyond
this. Then I post them on to the
Seamen’s Hospital at Plymouth. The
flower season is nearly past now, but
when everything else is over I gather
tinted leaves and berries.’’

““Let me help you,”” Mr. Cramp-
ton pleaded. And after making the
condition that he would pick the
blossoms with as long s\alks as pos-
sible, his companion agreed.

An hour later found Mrs. Welford
and Mr. Crampton seated side by
side on Mr. Crampton’s overcoat (he
was glad now he had brought it)
drinking hot tea from Mrs. Wel-
ford’s heating-flask and sharing
some of the little pastry-cakes for
which the local confectioner was
Jjustly famed.

“Do you like milk puddings?’’
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Seized by a sudden desire for sym-
pathy, Mr. Crampton put the ques-
tion.,

“Milk puddings?’’ Mrs. Welford
was a trifle bewildered by the sud-
den change of subject. ‘‘They’re
very wholesome and nourishing, and
all that—aren’t they? But don’t
you find them just a little uninter-
esting? When I was in the nursery
I got enough minced beef and milk
puddings to last me for life.”’

Here was a woman after Mr.
Crampton’s own heart. ‘‘But if you
hadn’t mince, what would you do
with the cold meat?’’ he asked
breathlessly.

At the absurdity of the question
Mrs. Welford laughed outright.
““Oh! with good management there
needn’t be much cold meat. But, in
any case, numbers of nice dishes can
be made with it, you know. Curry
and croquettes, and shepherd’s pie,
and Irish stew—oh, and lots of other
things. Though, by the way, I won-
der why a dish that is made with
English potatoes and Welsh mutton
and Spanish onions should be
called Irish stew—don’t you?’’

The conversation had taken a ma-
terial turn that was hardly in keep-
ing with their idyllic occupation of
tying the blossoms into clusters, but
when one has reached the pleasant
backwaters of life the food question
ranks as one of the significant
things.

Mr. Crampton was late for the tea
that was always served at four
o’clock precisely. So great a flutter
of apprehension did his absence
cause, that when about five o’clock
he approached the house with lighter
step than he had left it, both of his
daughters were at the door looking
eagerly for his return.

‘“Oh, papa, where have you been?
We’ve been so anxious about you!
When tea-time came and you didn’t
return we thought something ter-
rible must have happened to you!”’

“Yes, papa. Sophia and I have
been dreadfully unhappy about you.
Where have you been? In five min-

utes, if you hadn’t come back, we’d
have gone out to search for you.”

“Tush!” said Mr, Crampton, for
the third time that day. ‘‘Absurd
nonsense. One would think I was in
leading-strings, the way you girls
talk. Bless my soul! Can’t a man
stay out an hour later than usual
without people working themselves
into fits over it?”’

‘“But where have you been,
papa?’’ demanded Sophia again.
““The tea is quite cold.”’

““Out walking, and I don’t want
any tea,”” retorted her parent, so
curtly that the questioning came to
an abrupt close.

At dinner that same evening Mr.
Crampton further astonished his
family by delivering himself of un-
expected views on the vexed subject
of the final disposition of cold meat.

““Now, instead of making your
eternal mince out of the remains of
this,”” he said, pointing with the
carving knife he held to the joint
before him, ‘‘wouldn’t it be quite as
easy to tell cook to make something
tasty with it? How about a curry
now, or an'Irish stew, or shepherd’s
pie?”’

At this exhibition of unguessed
culinary knowledge the sisters ex-
changed glances, but they remained
disereetly silent. :

““Somebody’s been putting papa
up to it,”’ Sophia declared when
they were alone. ‘‘He would never
have thought of that himself. Ella,
I wouldn’t be surprised if Minnie
Ainsbury is trying again to get a
hold of him.’”.

A cirecumstance which occurred
next day seemed almost to justify
their suspicions. Mr .Crampton got
his hair cut, without, as was his cus-
tom, having delayed until his daugh-
ters had proclaimed it disgracefully
long. Thereafter, two pairs of keen-
ly interested eyes kept watch over
his doings; although, when the re-
mainder of the week passed without
the discovery of further corrobora-
tive ecircumstances their owners’
vigilance gradually relaxed.
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The following Tuesday, as Mrs.
Welford gathered the vivid scarlet
seed pods of the Gladwin iris about
the tumbled slopes of the landslide,
she was surprised to see Mr. Cramp-

ton descending towards her, pre-
pared to share her charitable
labours.

On the Tuesday succeeding that,
Mr. Crampton, wearing a new and
becoming grey felt hat, awaited her
arrival at her happy hunting-
ground. In spite of the increasing
scarcity of bouquet materials the
weekly strolls proved so pleasant
that they bade fair to become an in-
stitution. And it was a keen disap-
pointment to Mr. Crampton when
the last Tuesday in November
proved both wet and stormy. There
could be no question of walking in
the wind and rain, even if Mrs. Wel-
ford’s charitable labour had not
ended for the season. Yet, as the
accustomed hour approached, Mr.
Crampton became restless and seized
upon the excuse of exchanging a
book at the library as a pretext for
going out.

Having flouted Sophia’s advice to
avoid a chill by remaining indoors,
and fallen victim to Ella’s entreaties
to ensure himself against the danger
of damp feet by wearing goloshes—
encumbrances which he secretly
kicked off into the laurel bush by
the gate—he set forth.

To change the book was the work
of a minute. That achieved, Mr.
Crampton stood at the door of the
library and looked furtively up and
down the deserted rain-washed
street. No one who could avoid it
was out. Then, if everybody else
was indoors, Mr. Crampton, struck
by a daring idea, assured himself,
Mrs. Welford would be certain to be
at home. Why shouldn’t he call on
her? It was true that she had not
suggested it, but then how could she
guess that this sudden break in the
weather would prevent what he had
come to regard as their weekly
picnic?

Putting up his umbrella, Mr.
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Crampton took two hesitating steps
in the direction of Marine Villa
where his daughters anxiously
awaited his return; then, turning,
strode boldly off towards High Ter-
race where the wealthy widow’s re-
sidence was situated.

Mrs. Welford was at home, and
her visitor found himself shown into
the sitting-room, where she sat alone
tea and toasted crumpets, Mr.
tea and toasted crumpets Mr,
Crampton found himself thinking—
and saying—that his hostess had
carried indoors the sunshine that he
had learned to associate with her.

Meanwhile at Marine Villa mat-
ters had not been at a standstill.
Johnnie Durant who lived next door
and who had recently enrolled him-
self in the ranks of the Boy Scouts,
while occupying his leisure by track-

ing the spoor of a cat, had discovered

Mr. Crampton’s goloshes hidden
under the laurel bush. When
Johnnie handed them in, the recog-
nition of the familiar articles had
given rise to certain uneasy conjec-
tures in the minds of the Misses
Crampton. Most acceptable of these
was Sophia’s convietion that at that
moment the absent one must be pay-
ing a visit to Miss Ainsbury.

““Minnie can’t come here because
we never returned her last visit. So
she gets papa to go alone to see her.
I always knew she was sly.”’

“Yes, and don’t you think our
not going to see her has probably
been just what she wanted? It en-
abled her to have papa call with-
out any fear of our finding him
there!”’

“If that’s the way of it,”’ cried
Sophia, “we’ll eall at once.”’

Ten minutes later the Misses
Crampton were ushered into Miss
Ainsbury’s drawing-room to find
that lady alone and apparently
greatly surprised at their having
chosen such a stormy day on which
to pay their long-deferred visit.

They returned home, oppressed
by the conviction that their call had
merely served to re-open their house



140 THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

to an undesired guest, to find Mr.
Crampton seated in his armchair
quietly reading the library book he
had gone out to fetch. Still, as
Sophia afterwards said, Minnie was
so sly that you really could not tell.
She might have let him out by the
garden gate while they waited at
the front door!

Christmas Day was approaching.
The Misses Crampton prepared to
keep the festival after their custom-
ary fashion. Three friends—Mr.
Walpole, a bachelor regarding whom
Ella cherished secret expectations,
and Sir John and Lady Sweetman
were coming to dinner,

The invitations had been formally
given and as formally accepted, the
stereotyped arrangements had all
been made, when Mr. Crampton
chose to upset matters by suggesting
that he would like to invite an addi-
tional guest.

A ray of hope flashed to Ella.
Perhaps papa’s guest might be a
masculine acquaintance, somebody
even more eligible than Mr. Walpole
—who, when all was said and done,
was really a do-no-better. But
Sophia was wary. She had almost
ceased expecting romantic things to
happen. Besides, papa had flushed
a little when he made the proposi-
tion, and there was a bashful note
in his voice.

‘“ Another guest, papa? I’'m afraid
it is impossible. The table only
seats six comfortably.”’

“Can’t you have a leaf put in?”’

‘“When the table is extended there
is so little room for waiting. Be-
sides, six people are as many as
Jane can wait on, and seven makes
an odd number, and <

‘““You needn’t cudgel your brain
to find any more excuses,’”’ Mr.
Crampton, who had been listening in
ill-concealed impatience, burst out.
““The truth is, you refuse to ask a
friend of mine.”’

‘“‘But the people who are coming
are all friends of yours, papa, or else
why would they be asked to your
house?’’ Sophia spoke with dignity.

““They are asked becuuse you and
Ella want them, that’s why. Wal-
pole—what do I want with Walpole
on Christmas Day? I see enough of
him at the club. Old Sweetman is
an intolerable bore, and his wife is
a confounded gossip. A nice set for
a Christmas party, I must say!”’

““The Sweetmans are always most
punctilious about inviting us to din-
ner, you forget that, papa; and
in——-’

‘““But papa hasn’t toid us who it
is he wants to invite,”’ interrupted
Ella, who was still curious.

‘“No, I haven’t. And what’s more,
I don’t intend to,”” Mr. Crampton
said decisively. ‘“It’s a strange
thing that though I’m master of this
house, I can’t even suggest asking a
friend to dinner without your throw-
ing a dozen obstacles in the way.”’

““I’m sure I only said——"’ Sophia
was beginning, but Mr. Crampton
had not waited to hear her attempt
at self-exculpation.

On Christmas Day the little bustle
of the final preparations kept both
the Misses Crampton so busy that
their careful supervision of their
father’s outgoings was relaxed.
When Sophia went to the study to
warn him that it was time to dress
for dinner she sustained the shock
of finding the room empty. No one
had seen him go out; but for the
material evidence offered by the
absence of his hat from the hall-
stand, Sophia could have imagined
him vanished into thin air,

A dinner-party without a host!
The situation was inconceivable, yet
disaster seemed closely to menace
the occasion. Mr., Walpole, who re-
tained his reputation for punctual-
ity by invariably arriving ten min-
utes too soon for any entertainment,
was already in the drawing-room.
And the Sweetmans’ fly was trund-
ling along the Parade when the
missing man returned, and, darting
upstairs with an agility unbecoming
to his years, changed his garb with
such alacrity that before the Sweet-
mans had ponderously descended
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from their hired equipage, had
toddled up the garden path, and
been divested of their enveloping
wraps, he was in the drawing-room
ready to welecome them with a cor-
diality that bespoke good-will to-
wards the entire universe.

The suggestion of elation in his
demeanour puzzled his daughters,
who wondered what the cause of his
secret exultation could be. He was
in the most jubilant of spirits,
laughed at Sir John’s thrice-told
tales, and forgetting the shyness be-
tween them even addressed Sophia
as ‘‘dear!”’

A chance remark of Lady Sweet-
man’s hinted at an explanation.

“I saw you passing this afternoon,
Mr. Crampton. What lovely roses
you were carrying. I quite envied
the lucky recipient.’’

At the playful sally, Mr. Cramp-
ton blushed boyishly, even twittered.
Sophia glanced at Ella, Ella glanced
at Sophia, and when the guests had
gone the Misses Crampton held a
whispered council of war. Why had
papa seemed so happy!? they_ asked
each other, as though a bliss un-
sanctioned by his daughters were to
be accounted a erime. :

““Oh, Sophia, do you think he can
have proposed? Minnie would be
sure to jump at him. And what
shall we do if papa marries her?
She hasn’t a penny of her own. And
papa couldn’t afford to give us a
house where we could live as we
have been accustomed. Perhaps we
should have been nicer to Minnie.
Don’t you think it would have been
wiser to ask her to dinner to-night,
if it was she papa meant?’’

““It’s no use regretting anything,’
Sophia declared stoutly. If she had
any doubts as to the wisdom of their
method of dealing with their rebel
father she concealed them. ‘‘What
we must do is to find out how far
things have gone and act according.
ly. If papa leaves the house to-
morrow as he has been doing, we
must follow and see where he goes.’’

The next afternoon found them
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waiting in walking-skirts and strong
boots, with hats close at hand, pre-
pared to follow where their errant
father might lead.

They had not long to wait. Mr.
Crampton had slipped out, shutting
the hall door softly behind him, but
not too softly for the listening ears
to hear. A moment later the hats
had been pinned on and Sophia was
in the act of taking her second best
umbrella out of the hall-stand, when
somebody knocked at the door,

It was the rector’s wife come to
pay a parochial call. Wondering
the while how she had failed to en-
counter and detain Mr, Crampton as
he left the house, the baffled con-
spirators received the visitor with
polite words on their lips, and burn-
ing wrath in their hearts. Then,
struck by a brilliant idea, Sophia
slipped from the room. In the ad-
Joining garden the valiant Boy Scout
was amusing himself,

““Johnnie,’” she whispered across
the low euonymus hedge that separ-
ated the front lawns, “you saw Mr.
Crampton go out just now—didn’t
you?”’

“Yes. He hid in the greenhouse
when he saw Mrs. Prior come in at
the gate. And when she had gone
into the house he came out and
hurried away.”’ Johnnie, who prided
himself upon his perspicacity, point-
ed westwards.

“Well, you know how papa
laughs at your scouting. Says he
doesn’t believe you could track any-
thing. Now wouldn’t it be a joke
to track him? I'll give you a shil-
ling if you ean follow him and come
right back and tell me where he
goes. Only he mustn’t suspect that
you're tracking him—you under-
stand ?”’

Here was a task after the Boy
Scout’s own heart. Almost before
the last words were out of her
mouth, Johnnie was off ; and Miss
Sophia was free to entertain her
guest.

Half an hour later, when Mrs.
Prior had just gone, a weird whoop
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sounded without. The scout, pant-
ing but successful, had returned.

“1 tracked him! He went up to
the flag-staff.”

““Nonsense, Johnnie.””  Sophia
was certain her emissary was ro-
mancing. ‘‘Papa would never climb
the eliff path.”

“He did though, certain sure. And
a lady met him there. And then
they walked on, down by the land-
slide. They’re there now.”’

“A lady ?—who was it?”’

“1 couldn’t get near enough to
see. She had a red umbrella up.”

A red umbrella! There remained
no further need of questioning.

Wasting no more time, the ladies
started in pursuit. Flushed, but
persistent, they at length reached
the flag-staff, and, acting on their
scout’s report, walked on towards
the landslide.

Suddenly Sophia clutehed her sis-
ter’s arm. The afternoon was sunny.
In a hollow a scarlet umbrella
gleamed beside a familiar gray felt

hat. Their footsteps making no
sound on the springy turt, they had,
unobserved, advanced so near that
they could see that the couple were
sitting hand in hand, when a move-
ment of the umbrella revealed the
face of its unconscious owner.

With a gasp of surprise, Sophia
stopped short. Then, clutching the
arm of her astonished sister, she
turned and hastened up the slope.

‘““What is it? Aren’t you going to
speak to them?”’ asked Ella, who
was shortsighted.

““But it isn’t them. At least it
isn’t Minnie. It’s Mrs, Welford.”’

‘“Not Minnie?—but Sophia, I'm
sure papa was holding her hand!”’

““Yes—but it was Mrs. Welford’s
hand.”” Sophia was actually beam-
ing. ‘‘And papa had his arm round
her waist.”’

““Yes, that’s evidently what the
mystery was about. Aren’t men
stupid? But, after all, Ella, I must
say papa has done rather well for
himself!”’

THE HOMESTEADER IN THE_.STRAND
BY ARTHUR STRINGER

ERE ’mid life’s million-noted drone,
Entombed by walls T ne’er may know,
I watch the streets of steel and stone,
I mark the City’s ebb and flow.

Amid their centuries of sleep
I see the busied idlers fret—

The hands that have no fields to reap
Beyond life’s acres of regret.

They toil not here amid deep grain,
They stoop not over busy looms:
Idly they come and go again
Like idle ghosts amid their tombs.

And on each shoulder dimly weighs
Some yoke of close-recorded years,

Some sorrow of remembered days,
Some heritage of time and tears.
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And tide by saddened tide they roam
Close up and down their citied hive,
Until T ponder on what comb
The dreamer and the drone may thrive.

Then lo, T learned how age by age
Into their past each pathway led;

How they no longer turn and rage
Above their unregretted dead.

Too closely hemmed, they pace a cell
Walled in by o’er-memorial stone,

And on their Babel turrets dwell
Enisled in glories not their own

Content to dream of elder days,
To know a splendour built on bones,
Content to pace their storied ways,
O’er-proud of tombs and ivied stones,

Where through the low and ceaseless hum,
Through all the restless City’s rout,

The echoes of lost ages come,
The voices of the past ery out.

II

Yet as I watched, and ill at ease
Remembered we were of one race,

I seemed to feel the prairie breeze
Once more upon my homesick face.

I knew that past the plunging Lakes,
Out where the Foot-hills meet the West,
There lay a land where all Time’s aches
Died on a young and wider breast.

There lay a land that never turned
Back unto Sorrow’s twilit slope,
But where the trails of daring burned

Forever faced the hills of hope.

A land where men with lighter heart
From wider space and clearer gkies
And careless youth became a part
Of their New World’s immensities.

A land that waits through sun and rain
And knows it marks To-morrow’s home—
From pine-clad hill to laughing plain
A million leagues of hungry loam,

A land that is not strewn with rose,

Nor over-writ with storied names,
But still its wilder beauty knows

And still its vaster glory claims.

A land of youth and sun-washed slope,
A land that calls to him who needs,

And out of hunger fashions hope,
And out of dreaming, wakens deeds!
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THE OVER-LOOKING OF GIDEON

BY PETER

NE spring, eighty years ago, the
great strength of ‘‘Stout Gideon”’
MecPherson melted from him like
water, and his big manly voice be-
came a quavering echo of its former
self. It was in vain that he drank
Peruvian bark and wine, then con-
sidered a universal panacea, and
tried all the cures suggested by wise
women and Indian medicine men.
From day to day the decline pro-
gressed, and he was beginning, like a
true Scot, to consider his latter end
when someone made the startling as-
sertion that he had been over-looked
with the Evil Eye. This explanation
of his ailment at once appealed to
his superstitious nature, and many
were the futile exorcisms he tested.
But as the person with the baleful
glance was unknown, it was impos-
sible to get a lock of his hair with
which to effect a cure, and it was
perhaps as well that no one was sus-
pected ; for in those simple and direct
times he would have been scalped
with scant ceremony in order to se-
cure the needed remedy.

During the spring and summer of
Gideon’s affliction the story of his
sad case was carried to every part
of the Huron Tract, and had it not
been for the wisdom and ridicule of
Tiger Dunlop, Canada West might
have had several pages added to its
history fully as sooty as those of
Salem. He laughed long and loud at
the story of the Ewil Eye; but wl3en
it was suggested that something
should be done to help McPherson and
his motherless daughters to reap their
twenty acres of wheat that had been
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sown on the previous fall when
Gideon was himself, he was the first
to volunteer. Packing his medical
case, for he was a full-fledged Doctor
as well as literary man and politician,
and taking with him his celebrated
box of whisky bottles which he had
irreverently called ‘‘The Twelve Apos-
tles’”” he undertook the journey over
the corduroy road that he himself had
done so much to build.

On his arrival at Cnoe-Darroch, or
Oak Hill as the McPherson home-
stead was called, he found over twenty
of the stout pioneers of the settle-
ment preparing to attack the field
of wheat with their eradles and rakes
The “Tiger” was welcomed uproari-
ously; but he made no pretence of
being an expert reaper, and instead
of joining in the work he sat under
a shady oak and questioned Gideon
about his sickness.

‘“Ah was takin’ rail teemer oot o’
ta swamp when ah felt ta tribble:
but ahm theenkin’ ah may hae been
ower-lookéd when ah was veesitin’
in York at the New Year,”” Gideon
explained.

“Umph,”’ said the *‘Tiger.”” “‘Pit
oot yer tongue.”’

Gideon protruded for his scrutiny
a tongue like a razor strop.

““That will do. TLet me try yer
pulse. Umph. Yer in a bad way.
Noo tell me all ye hae tried.”

Gideon began the narrative, which
would have made a fair-sized treatise
on the quackery of the day, if it had
been preserved, and the Tiger lis-
tened with barely concealed amuse-
ment. Before he had finished the

.
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cradling had commenced, and with-
out suggesting any further treatment
the Doctor began to comment on the
progress of the work.

In those days it was the custom
for the best cradler to cut the out-
side swath, and the others followed
in the order of merit. The champion
of the settlement was a big Irish-
man named McNulty, and when he
stepped forward and ripped his “‘tur-
key-wing’’ into the rattling grain
there was no one who felt at liberty
to dispute his claim. One by one
ten cradlers fell into oblique line be-
hind him, each bringing along his
swath a few steps to the right of the
man who preceded him, and ten stout
binders followed the cradlers. After
them came a couple of men whose
task it was to shock up the sheaves,
and it was not long until the grog-
master appeared on the field with a
pailful of Canadian whisky, which
then sold at a shilling a gallon. Doc-
for Dunlop acted as advisory to this
functionary and prescribed for each
man the amount he needed to keep
him full of courage without getting
befuddled. To Gideon, whose case
he had by this time diagnosed, he
prescribed mighty potations and set
the necessary example.

“Drink, mon,”’ he would say. ‘‘Ye
are no lang for this warl at the best,
so droon yer eorrow. Ye ken what
Solomon says on that heid, an’ wha
ar~ ye to question his weesdom, 'Gi
strong drink unto him that is ready
to perish.” An’ it wull preserve yer
corp, mon. Shakspeer says ‘a tanner
wull last ye nine year,” but T sweer a
mon beeried wi' a ekinfu’ o’ Canada
fusky wull last auchteen.”

Gideon shook his head feebly but
opeyed the instructions of his physi-
cian a.nd long before noon his soul
was stirring within him mightily. Hie
fine harvest was in a fair way of be-
ing reaped and he was unconsciously
forgetting his troubles.

l]p to this time there had been no
racing among the reapers and all had
gone smoothly; but the Tiger was

too fond of excitement and practical
joking to let the day pass without a
taste of his robust humour. Now it
so happened that the first ‘‘straight-
finger’’ cradle that had ever been seen
in the settlement had been brought
to the ‘‘bee’”’ by Harry Campbell, a
young man who had modestly taken
hig place at the end of the line. His
cradle had excited much mirth among
the devotees of the ‘‘turkey-wing”
and many predicted that the “‘purty
toy’’ wouldn’t last through the first
swath. It had been imported from
Four-Mile Creek in the Niagara dis-
trict and was the master-piece of its
maker. The enath was of willow in-
stead of hickory and the slender fin-
gers of seasoned ash. In consequence
it was lighter by several pounds than
any cradle on the field, and as the
fingers had no more curve than was
absolutely necessary to keep the straw
from tangling and tumbling off, only
a slight dip was needed to free it of
its load when laying the swath.

Campbell bore the ridicule of his
friends good-naturedly, and after the
reaping began they were too busy to
notice how well the new cradle was
serving its purpose. The Tiger saw
the improvement, however, and be-
gan to urge the young man to “‘cut
the fellows out.”” That meant that
he should push forward until he was
ahead of the others, then cut his way
to the outside and take the lead in-
stead of the redoubtable MeNulty. He
resisted the tempter; but when Mary
MecPherson, the youngest and hand-
somest of Gideon's daughters, was
seen coming to tell that dinner was
ready, and Gideon aleo urged him on,
he yielded.

So when the cradlers started down
the long side of the field, Campbell
suddenly increased the rapidity of his
ewings. In a moment the man who
was immediately ahead of him no-
ticed that he was going to cut him
out if Fouible, and leaned forward
with all hie setrength, In that way
the race was communicated up the
whole line, and when MeNulty rea-
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lised what was in the wind he gave
a roar of defiance and plunged for-
ward like a war-horse that snuffs the
battle.

The sight was one to stir the soul,
and it was by no means lost on such
an audience as Gideon, the Tiger, and
Mary. The land ahead of the reap-
ers was clear of stumps and snags,
and all had a chance to do their best.
Onward they rushed with the
rhythmic sweep of a mighty machine.
The cradles rang as they bit the ripe
straw and dropped their loads on the
long swaths with a hissing swish. The
broad backs of the reapers showed
every muscle under the toil-soaked
shirts, and the binders, who were
equally anxious to share the triumph,
raked, stooped to bind and rose to run
forward, raking again with almost
the precision of clock-work.

Presently the strain of such work
under the August sun began to tell
on the combatants and several
dropped back. They were promptly
cut out by those who had been press-
ing on them, and in a few minutes
the whole interest centred on the con-
test between young Campbell and
MeNulty.

It wae a glorious battle between the
old idea and the new and between
youth and maturity. For® the first
fifteen rods the result seemed to hang
in the balance. The great strength
of MeNulty enabled him to take deep
bites with his ‘‘turkey-wing,”’ which
fully made up for the advantage of
the quicker recovery and more rapid
swings of the ‘‘straight-finger,” but
Campbell heard the voice of Mary
shrilling to him through the tumult.
Swifter and swifter, deeper and deep-
er went the true strokes, and at last
he could barely see McNulty from
the tail of his eye as he swung to
unload his cradle on the swath.
Judging the distance carefully he
suddenly wheeled to the left, and,
cutting across the intervening swath,
took his place ahead of the champion.

But MecNulty did not accept his
defeat wisely or like a gentleman.

When he reached the end of the field
in the second place, he dropped his
cradle and announced with much ir-
relevancy and a searching Irish oath
that he could ‘“‘lick any man in the
crowd.”” He was bound to pick a
quarrel with young Campbell, and be-
gan to insult him with unreasoning
abuse. The young man protested
that no offence had been meant, but
MecNulty, like Rachel, would not be
comforted.

“Fat's this,”” roared Gideon, who
had lost track of the progress of
evenls while laughing with the Tiger.
““Fechting uz ut? Zen, hu dhorra he
she'll tak a hand herself. Ut wuz
herself put ze boy up to ut, Tom Me-
Nulty, and eef anyone uz to fecht ut
wull be herself.”

MeNulty replied with a curse, and
Gideon hurled himself upon his op-
ponent like an avalanche. They
clinched and their fall shook the
ground. They wrecked the profane
vocabularies of three languages, Eng-
lish, Irish and Gaelic, and tore up
the sod like a couple of wild bulls.
In a moment the Irish and Scotch
had taken sides, for they were at feud
iL the Huron Tract, and the engage
ment became general. Tt was in vain
that Tiger Dunlop knocked down a
couple of the combatants in the in.
terests of peace, for the whisky was
in and the blood was up; but present-
ly an unexpected diversion occurred

Mary sat down, pulled off a shoe
and stocking, and, slipping a smooth
stone into the end of the latter, un-
dertook the rbéle of peace-maker.
With this terrible slung-shot she scat-
tered both friends and foes, and was
quickly mistress of the situation. Tt
is even said that she gave Campbell
a taste of her strength, probably for
his guidance in the future, but that
is merely tradition. In the mean-
time Gideon had vanquished Me-
Nulty. X

Sullen peace was restored and the
jovial Tiger soon managed to patch
up a truce with all except McNulty.
Vanquished and bruised. the bully
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left the field to which he had come
in the fine neighbourly spirit of those
hearty days.

“A round more peefore deener,”
shouted Gideon as he picked up
Campbell’s cradle and led off the
line, leaving the new champion to
walk to the house with Mary.

The Tiger laughed and chuckled to
himeelf, for he knew that Gideon'’s
malaria, or “‘dumb ague,”” would be
broken by the whisky, excitement
and toil, which had induced a copious
perspiration. But he was too fond of
a practical joke to give the scientific
cause of the apparently miraculous
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cure. He assured Gideon that it must
have been McNulty who had over-
looked him and that by blackening
the evil eyes he had broken the spell.
His explanation was accepted, and to
this day the valley of the Ashkoonie
is not a comfortable place for a man
whose eyes do not seem to shed a
beneficent light.

By nightfall the whole twenty
acres of wheat were reaped, and after
a plentiful supper Mary unblushingly
convoyed Harry Campbell through
the moonlight as far as the ford of
the Ashkoonie, and from that day
they were considered betrothed.

TO AN UNNAMED LADY

GEORGE HERBERT CLARKE

When there are others by, in vain I dream
To dwell within the orbit of thine eyes,—

Or should there dart a sudden starry gleam
It hardly lives and lightens ere it dies.

But, sweetheart, how they ‘‘swim into my ken”’
When we’re alone, how ruth and trust and pride

Smile in their shining depths! Amen, Amen,—
For there th’ eternal verities abide!




THE SHACK ON THE PORTAGE
BY THEODORE ROBERTS

Tlustrations by Jack Hamm

ABE MANZER’S shack stands on

the portage-trail that leads around
the Push-and-be-Damned rapids on
Big Ox-Bow.

One June morning, when Abe sat
on the stoop of the kitchen door,
smoking his rank pipe and trying to
convince an uneasy conscience that
it was not a suitable morning for po-
tato-planting, he sighted an object on
the trail that promised relief. Tt was
a red canvas canoe, bottom up, ad-
vancing slowly on a pair of long hu-
man legs. Abe knew, even by the
little he could see of him, that the
person under the canoe was young
Charlie Crimm, of Loon Lake.

““Mornin’, Charlie,” said Abe, as
soon as the bow of the canoe came in
line with the kitchen door.

Charlie halted, hoisted the canoe up
from his head and shoulders, gripped
the middle bar firmly with one hand
and one hooked elbow, turned it over
and lowered it softly to the ground.
““Mornin’, Abe,” he replied, mopping
his face with a red handkerchief.

“Hot, ain’t it ?"’ remarked Abe.

“Ay. Them as works for a livin’
get het up.”

“An’ don’t T work, ye limb!’’ cried
the man on the door-step.

“I reckon so—at eatin’ an’ sleep-
in’,”” replied Grimm.

‘“Look-a-here, Charlie, if ye don’t
talk more civil to me T'll tell Julie
somethin’ that’ll knock the resin out
o’ yer seams,”’ threatened Abe.

““An’ what would ye tell her ?”’

““Oh. T reckon I could. study out

somethin’.
151

Abe Manzer's gift for the inven-
tion of unpleasant fiction was known
up and down Big Ox-Bow. Charlie
Grimm's expression and attitude
changed.

“Ye wouldn’t tell her no lies about
me, Mister Manzer,”” he pleaded.

“I be that fond o’ Julie it would
drive me clean demented to have her
turned agin me.”’

““She ain't promised ye yet, has
she ?”’

“Not—not exactly what ye'd call
promised, maybe; but I reckon I've
kinder caught her eye at last.”

“But ye’d better cateh her heart,
Charlie. There is more nor one young
man has caught her eye."”

‘“By ginger!” exclaimed Crimm,
“if any feller comes an’ butts in be-
tween me an’ Julie T'll make him wish
he hadn’t!”

‘“Gentle an’ soft,”’ cautioned Abe.
“Ye can’t scare Julie, an’ maybe ye
can’t scare the other fellers. Ye want
to go slow, butter yer pan-cakes on
both sides an’ trust to me. T'll put in
a good word for ye, Charlie, every
now an’ then. Julie, bein’ a good
daughter, sets great store on what
her pa says.”’

“Thank ‘e kindly,” replied the
young man from TLoon Lake. “I'd
take that as mighty civil on your part,
Mister Manzer. Where is Julie
now ?"’

“That T can’t rightly say; but I
guess she went down to Brown’s on
a errant for her ma,’’ said Abe. “But
she’ll be back by dinner-time, so ye'd
best wait.”’
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“I'd like to, fine; but there’s a
sport from the city a-waitin’ for me
down at Bent's Landin’. Lake trout
is what he's after—an’ I guess I can
show him the goods.”

“Ye'd best wait an’ have a bite
with us. Then ye can make the Land-
in’ by sun-down, stop the night there,
ar brmg him up to yer camp to-mor-
row.

Charlie Crimm scratched his head.
perplexed. He did not want to of-
fend Julie's father; and, on the other
hand, he did not want to spend a long
surnmer morning in his company. A«
for seeing Julie—well, Brown's place
was just a mile below the foot of the
rapids, and he could easily run his
canoe ashore there and devote half
an hour to the wouing of that un-
ceitain young woman

“Guess I'll move along. Business
is business,”’ he said.

‘Dldnt know ye was so sot c¢n
busmess returned  Abe, dnly
“Thought it was Julie ye was after.’
He looked slgmﬁcantlv at the young
man. ‘“‘An’ seein’ as how ye want
to be my son-in-law so bad, I thought
as how ye'd maybe lend me a hand
with these here few potaties,”” he

added.

Charlie Crimm wavered.

‘“But in course, if ye don’t want to
obleege me,”” continued Abe, re-
flectively, ‘‘it be yer consarn, not
mine."’

“I'll stop an’ help ye,” ecried
Charlie, hastily.

Until noon the guide from T.oon
Lake dropped and covered potatoes
with heroic energy, the while his hop-
ed-for father-in-law sat on the fence
and complained of rheumaties. Din-
ner-time came at last; and to Charlie’s
unspeakable chagrin it was discover-
ed that Julie had not yet returned
from Brown’s. He swallowed his food
in angry silence and hurried from the
kitchen.  The thought that was
stinging him was that young Rodney
Brown was one of Julie’s admirers.
He hoisted the canoe to his shoulders
and finished the portage in ten min-

utes. Launching viciously in the clat-
tering tail of the rapids he snatched a
paddle from under the gunnel and
sped away.

The swift water and the strong
strokes of the paddle soon brought
Charlie Crimm to Brown’s place. He
ran the canoe ashore and went up the
steep bank to the little, weather-stain-
ed house. Mrs. Brown was standing
in the kitchen door. After greetmgs
were exchanged Charlie continued to
stand sheepishly before the door, lean-
ing on the paddle. The woman in-
vited him to step inside and have a
glass of milk and a piece of pie; but
the guide only shook his head. Then
she tried her best to make conversa-
tion, but his vague yeses and noes
did not help.

“For the land’s sake, Charlie
Crimm, what be ye a-waitin’?’’ ghe
cried at last.

“T was just wonderin’ if Julie Man-
zer was anywheres here-abouts,” he
stammered, blushing.

Mrs. Brown laughed. ‘‘She was
here to dinner,”” she said; “‘but she
started for home about fifteen minutes
ago, an’ Rodney along with her.”

Charlie turned without another
word and went down to his canoe. He
reached Bent’s Landing, where the
end of a branch railway fades into
nothingness, an hour before sunset,
and found his sportsman from the dis-
tant city awaiting him with fretful
impatience.

Ky

It was an hour past noon of the
next day when Charlie came again to
the shack on the portage. Again he
bore the red canoe on his head and
shoulders ; but now a stranger walked
behind him, laden with a rod, landing-
net and a pack of provisions. On this
occasion it was Julie’s voice that halt-
ed him when he came in line with
the kitchen door. He lost no time
about freeing himself from the en-
veloping canoe. He turned to her
anxiously, a tender greeting on his
lips; and behold! her eyes and atten-
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tion had already veered to the strang-
er.

The light of Charlie’s face dulled to
sulkiness; and he stood beside the
canoe, motionless and silent, staring
at the girl. The sportsman from the
city advanced to the door-step, let his
load fall to the trail and raised his
cap with an impressive flourish. He
had not expected to encounter a beau-
tiful young woman on Big Ox-Bow,
and he did not try to hide his delight
and surprise.

Julie flashed her fine eyes at him
and smiled radiantly, then shot a
swift and sidewise glance at Charlie,
to see how he was taking it. The
guide caught the glance; but the
meaning of it escaped his dull but
honest wits.

Keyton, the city man, began a
frivolous conversation with the girl;
and she maintained her share of it
with rustic vivacity. The guide stood
by his canoe, silent and glowering

Presently Abe Manzer and his wife
joined_the girl in the doorway. Abe
beamed upon the sportsman, shook
his hand effusively and invited him to
step inside and have a cup of tea.
Keyton hesitated for a moment: but,
after a glance at Charlie’s sulky vis-
age, he grinned and stepped into the
kitchen. Abe and Mrs. Manzer fol-
lowed him; but Julie moved swiftly
across to the guide and whispered
angrily, “What you need, Charlie
Crimm, is sand!”’ Then she turned
and ran into the kitchen, and the dis-
consolate and bewildered young man
from Loon Lake was left alone with
his bitter reflections.

Mr. Keyton and Abe sat very close
together at the kitchen table. Key-
ton devoured milk’ and Washington
pie, and Abe whispered in his ear.
Abe whispered of the fine salmon
pools on Big Ox-Bow, and of his own
incomparable knowledge of the river
and the ways of the fish. Also, he
mentioned the fact that the catching
of lake-trout is poor sport. Beyond
a shadow of doubt, this Abe Manzer
was the meanest and laziest man on

the river! Keyton finished his slice
of four-decker pie and asked a few
questions.

After twenty minutes of furious in-
activity Charlie Crimm looked in at
the kitchen door. ‘‘Look-a-here!’’ he
cried, ‘‘if ye're comin’, come! If ye
ain’t, don’t!”

“For the land’s sake!” exclaimed
Abe, *““what a terrible bad temper ye
Lave, Charlie.”

Julie, who was working by the
stove, hid a smile. Keyton got to his
feet, angered by the backwoodsman’s
insolence. ‘‘I'm not going any fur-
ther with you,”” he said. “‘I've had
quite enough of your cheek. How
wuch do I owe you ?”’ .

“Not goin’ any further!" repeated
Charlie, bewildered for the moment.
Then he saw the game that Abe had
played on him. “Ye don’t owe me
nothin’! Keep yer dirty money!” he
cried.

Rage against Abe Manzer and
the city sportsman occupied Charlie
Crimm until the portage was com-
pleted; but later, as he forced the
canoe up against the swift water, surg-
ing on the long pole, Julie’s inexplic-
able behaviour smote him with full
force. He felt an angry certainty
that her glances had worked more
strongly toward changing Keyton’s
plans than had Abe’s confidential
whisperings.

“Darn it alll”” he exclaimed, ‘‘she
ain’t worth gettin’ het up about! She
says I ain’t got enough sand, does
she? T guess I got enough to know
when I ain’t wanted ’round. An’ a
strange city sport, too. Darn it ! That’s
more’n I can stand. I've got kinder
ust to bein’ cut out by the fellers T
know, but to be chucked over fer a
sucker-eyed, lop-sided city sport’s too
much fer me. T’ell with it!”

For three hours he poled in silence,
his brain fuming over a vision of
Julie and Keyton; but as he ran the
nose of his canoe against the bank,
preparatory to making the short ‘““car-
ry”’ across to Loon Lake, his mind
turned to Abe and again he lost con-
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trol of his tongue and temper.

“Darn his measly old hide!’’ he ex-
claimed. ‘‘An’ after me plantin’ them
danged potaties fer him, too! Darn
him!”’

Next morning, when Charlie awoke
in his familiar bunk in his little camp
on the edge of the lake, he found that
his just indignation had changed to
anxiety and heart-ache. He loved
Julie—had loved her for more than a
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year; and of late it had seemed to
him that he was beginning to win
her regard in return. But now ?
Surely no girl who really cared would
behave as Julie had.

And yet he had dreamed so many
dreams !

It seemed impossible that the first
glance of a total stranger should bring
them in ruins about his head. He
had almost brought his courage to the



156

desperate point of asking her to marry
hir.  Yes, he had almost asked her
six times. Also (with this marriage
in view) he had worked hard at trap-
ping and guiding and saved a neat
little sum of money.

And this was the end of it!

For five long dreary days Charlie
Crimm remained in and about his
camp on Loon Lake, robbed of his
peace of mind by Julie Manzer and of
his occupation by her father. On the
morning of the sixth day he packed a
small bag with provisions and a
change of clothing, brought a fat wall-
et to light from a hidden recess in the
wall and stuffed it into his hip pocket,
nailed up the door and windows of
the camp and launched his eanoe upon
the lake. He had decided to run

down to the main river, miles and 2

miles away from Julie and the Ox-
Bow country, and spend the remaind-
er of the summer at work in one of the
big saw-mills. He hoped that long
hours of uncongenial work might eure
him of his hopeless infatuation.
There had been no rain for ten days,
and Big Ox-Bow was drindling to-
ward low-water mark. The channel
lay close to the right bank all the
way from Loon Lake down to the
Push-and-be-Damned rapids; but in
the rapids themselves the deepest
water was fair in mid-stream. Though
not more than a quarter of a mile in
length, Push-and-be-Damned was one
of the worst rapids in the province.
At the seasons of high water it was im-
possible to negotiate it from either
end; by no skill could a canoe be
run down its roaring, weltering slope
without being swamped or ripped to
tatters, and by no human strength
could one be forced upward against
that churning tumult. But in mid-
summer, when the most dangerous
rocks and snags were in sight and the
waves were somewhat reduced in size,
it was possible for a master-canceman
with a sound knowledge of the chan-
nel to run through without mishap.
In the past twenty years it had been
done twice—once by an old Maliseet
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chief, called Smoky Sam, who was in-
spired to unusual haste and daring
by the knowledge that a couple of
game wardens were only half a mile
astern ; and again by a reckless sports-
man from New York, for the pure fun
of the thing. Others had tried it,
however; and the tale of their foolish
endeavours was illustrated by several
broken canoes and one drowned man.

Charlie Crimm was within a hun-
dred yards of the head of the rapids,
employed with bitter reflections, when
the roar and clatter of the torn waters
aroused him. He glanced up; and
in a second he had asked himself a
momentous question and answered it.

“T'll not pass the shack! I'll run
through !I”” he muttered.

He settled himself more firmly and
fixed his gaze on the long, white
“ripple’’ that marks the ecrest of old
Push-and-be-Damned. Just where the
landing for the portage is wusually
made, he swerved the canoe into mid-
stream. The racing waters gripped
the long, slim craft and shot it for-
ward like a red arrow. The broad
paddle dipped and held, and the cut
water spurted white before the strain-
ing haft. To Charlie’s steady, alert
eyes the silver and green fury of the
rapids seemed -to be sweeping up
stream to meet him. He clenched
his teeth, bade his heart take courage
and settled low on his haunches. Then
the canoe trembled and leapt to the
first curling hedge of foam.

LT

Breathless, soaked with spray. with
the canoe half full of water, Charlie
won to the quiet pool at the foot of
the rapids. He could remember noth-
ing of the mad flight save a vision of
white spray, churning eddies and
smooth, black, twisting sinews of
water; but the masterless spirit of
the rapids filled him with a strange,
exultant recklessness. As the canoe
drifted heavily onward he began to
bale the water out of her with his wide
hat, absorbed all the while with the
wonder and exhilaration of his victor-
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ious flight down old Push-and-be-
Damned. He baled slowly and the
canoe drifted steadily. He was arous-
ed by a shout, and looking up he saw
Rodney Brown standing at the edge of
the river.

‘T seen ye come through, Charlie,”’
yelled Rodney. ‘‘Are ye gone clean
mad ? What the devil did ye do it
for 2!

Crimm returned his dripping hat to
his head, took up the paddle and
swung the canoe in for shore. il
didn’t want to carry past Manzer’s
place,”” he said, as he stepped over
the gunnel, ‘‘fer fear old Abe would
set me to some sorter farmin’—so I
jes run through. Tain’t much of a
job—when it’s over.”’

““I thought you was done for, half-
way down,”’ said Rodney. ‘‘Lord! I
wouldn’t try it fer two hundred dol-
lars! Where're ye bound fer?’’ he
asked.

“Fer the main river,” replied the
other. ‘I reckon on findin’ a job in
one o’ Paxell’s mills fer the summer.

“D’ye feel that bad about Julie 2l
asked Rodney, looking at him with
wonder in his dull but honest eyes.

““Oh, t’ell with the whole bilin’ o’
Manzers!”’ exclaimed Charlie, turning
and gazing up stream toward the tail
of the rapids. Then, in a milder tone,
he asked, ‘“How’re they gettin’ along,
anyhow ?”’

“Well enough without you an me—
now,’”” grinned young Brown. ‘I
never had no chance with Julie, now’s
I study it over. You was her choice,
sure as beans is beans—but Abe was
everlastin’ly teasin’ me to do odd jobs
fer him an’ tellin’ me as how he’d say
a good word fer me to Julie.”’

“The measly old skunk! He done
the same to me.”

“Then along come the city sport,
an’ neither Julie nor Abe had any
more use fer either of us.”

Charlie nodded, and seating him-
celf on a sun-warmed boulder began to
cut tobacco for his pipe. ‘“The sport
ctill here 2”’ he asked.

«Ye can bet yer bottom dollar on
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that, I can tell ye, fer sartain.”’

““Catchin’ much ?”’

“I guess he don’t give much
thought nor time to the salmon. He's
got Julie on a string, an’ no mistake.
An’ sarve her right, I say. She’s made
fools of us all, an’ its her turn to be
made a fool of.”

“That so?’’ returned Charlie. The
madness of old Push-and-be-Damned
was still pulsing in heart and head.
He stood up.

“T guess I'll just step up the trail
an’ tell that sport what I think about
him,”” he said. ‘‘Not that I care a
darn for the girl, ye know—but
that measly slob ain’t got any right
to come on Big Ox-Bow an’ make a
fool of anybody.”’

T reckon I’ll come along with ye,”
said Rodney, anticipating diversion.

“An’ I reckon ye won't,”’ cried
Charlie, with a gleam in his eyes and
a clang in his voice that were new
and terrifying to the other. Then he
climbed the steep bank to the nar-
row path that skirted it and set off
toward the shack at a brisk pace.

Charlie had reached a point of the
narrow, rocky train just above the
last swirling eddies and furrows of the
rapids when he came face to face
with Mr. Keyton. Before a word was
said, Keyton (at sight of the woods-
man’s eyes), drew back and changed
colour. This brought the other’s
smouldering rage to the flaming point.
He would settle this account, any-
way, before going into exile on the
main river.

“Yeo darn skunk!’’ he cried. ‘‘Ye’d
make a fool o’ Julie Manzer, would
yve?’”’

He rushed forward and caught Key-
ton by the throat with his right hand.
Kevton staggered back, wrenched him-
self clear from the choking grip and
struck the guide heavily in the face.
Charlie closed again. For a few sec-
onds thev staggered in the narrow
path, locked knee to knee, breast to
breast. They heard a girl’s scream, the
sound of flying feet on the trail and
Julie’s voice crying, ‘“Don’t kill him,
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Charie! Don’t kill him!” And at
that moment they reeled over the
edge of the path and, still embraced,
rolled down the steep bank into the
swirling water.

Julie reached the edge of the river
just as Charlie Crimm struggled out
of the eddy, dragging the limp and
unconscious Keyton with him.

‘I guess he’s all right,”’ he panted.
““He bumped his head, that’s all.”’

The girl dropped to her knees be-
side Keyton. “‘Yes, he is alive, thank
God!”" she whispered.

Charlie, standing dripping above
them, looked down at the girl with a
colourless face. ‘‘D’ye care—as much
as all that, Julie ?”’ he asked.

She glanced up at him and swiftly
down again. ‘T don’t care—for him,’’
she whispered, “‘but I was afeared
that you—that you’d be a murderer,
Charlie.”’
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Charlie was certainly dull. *‘Ye're

right,”” he replied, with an heroic at-
tempt at a commonplace tone of
voice. “I come all-fired near killin’
him, an’ that’s a fact. But I guess
he ain’t hurt much—an’ if he be in-
tendin’ to do the square thing by ye,
Julie, then I'm sorry I troubled him.’’
Julie sprang to her feet and faced
him across the prostrate sportsman,
who was now beginning to stir.
‘“Oh, Charlie,”’ she cried, with tears
in her eyes and laughter in her voice,
‘‘you drive me mad! Oh, you stupid !
Tsn’t there anything T can do to—to
learn you sense? Will T have to

marry someone else — before you
know ?”’

Then understanding came to him :
and as he took Julie into his wet arms,
Mr. Keyton sat up and rubbed the
back of his head.




THE CHRISTMAS QUEST
BY ISABEL ECCLESTONE MACKAY

o/ ITTLE lonely shepherd lad,

/ Wherefore dost thou weep?”’
¢ Sir, my father seeks a star ;

T must watch the sheep.”’ 2

“Very lonely is the plain,
Very high the star,
Pray thee, didst thou meet a lamb?
One hath wandered far !’

“Nay, I met no wandering lamb,
Little shepherd lad ;
Is it but the lonely plain
That doth make thee sad ?”’

¢ Sir, my father and the rest
Heard a heavenly sound ;
I heard nothing save the sheep
Bleating all around !”’

¢« Wondrous things they heard and saw
(Though the night was still);
I saw nothing save my lambs
White on yonder hill.

“TLight was on my father’s face
When he went away,
Fain I, too, had sought the star,
But he bade me stay.”

““This high thing is not for thee,
Who art but a lad.”’

“That, in truth, good sir, is why
I at heart am sad.”

R oo et
i

« Nay, thou little shepherd lad ”’

(Sweet the stranger smiled),
< When thy father finds the star
He will find—a Child !’

Drawing by Helene Carter
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THE RECRUITING OF TEN IKE
BY FREDERICK C. CURRY

“I suppose you chaps think you’re the

best bunch I ever handled ?’’ said
the drill sergeant. ‘‘Well, you’re
not,”” he added, ‘“not by a long shot.
The best company I ever put through
the book was a bunch of lumbermen
up near Parry Sound.”’

““Go on,’’ said someone, ‘‘we’ll for-
give the insult.”’

““As I was remarking,”’ continued
the sergeant, as he crumbled a pipe-
ful off his plug, ‘“‘the best bunch was
““K’’ Company of the Northern Rang-
ers.

“You see, there was a little place
called Lemonville, stuck on the side
of a timber slide up there, and as all
the drives centered there for the win-
ter’s work, I wasn’t a bit surprised to
be sent over to recruit up a company.

““When I lands at the hotel T wasn’t
much stuck on the place; in fact, it
was about the godforsakenest hole I
ever crawled into; but when I walks
into the bar and sees old Al Goodison,
who used to soldier with me in To-
ronto, a-slinging beer, things seemed
to spruce up.

“T was still in my plain duds, so T
jumped into my blue serge and patrols
up and down the street. T looks over
at the Orange Hall and sees my crates
of uniforms dumped inside, leaving
me wondering how in the name of
thunder T could use it to drill in.

“When I gets back to the hotel the
bar was full of lumbermen—great,
big, hulking six-footers—and in T
struts. a five-foot-seven banty with a
chest like a drum major’s.

““Then, giving Al the wink, T went
up to a big, likely-looking chap and
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slapped him good-like on the back.

*“ ‘Well, old sport,” says I, ‘how’d
you like to join the new regiment?’

“Well, do you know the beggar gig-
gled and blushed like a girl of sixteen
in an art gallery.

“So I tries another chap, and by all
that’s holy, he was worse than the
first, as he giggles out, ‘No, General,’
and tee-heed for an hour,

““Well, I tried for half an hour, in-
viting them to have drinks and using
every mortal means a man could, but
all I got was giggles and blushes, till
I walks up to Al and says:

‘“ ‘For heaven’s sake, Al,’ I said,
‘put me wise on this job. Have I
struck a girls’ school, an asylum or a
hospital for the deaf and dumb, or
has all these fellows took to quittin’
drinking 9’

““ ‘Well,” says Al, ‘they’ve been
talking of joining fer weeks, but,’ he
says, ‘I reckon they think you're a bit
too fine for them, and that accounts
for the gigglin’, and, as far as the
drinkin’ is concerned, trade was good
until you showed up.” And with that
he souses some of the dirty mugs in
the pail and dries them.

“ “Well,” I says, ‘I’'m lost. If they
was only human and would have a
drink, T could manage them but, hav-
ing always been a drinkin’ man my-
self. T can’t understand the workin's
of a brain that’s uninspired by bocze.
What’d T better do?’

“Meanwhile the crowd was thicken-
ing. and all were staring at me till T
near giggled too.

‘“ “Well,” says Al, ‘there’s a chap
called Ten Tke, sort of a Dutchman,
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who lives out on the Scotch line; he
can lick any three of these chaps, and
if you get him to join, the rest will.’

‘“ ‘But, my heavens, Al! I don’t
want a man like that; there’d be the
very divil to pay the first night in
camp ; and if I leave here, where will
the crowd be when I get back?’

““‘Oh! he’s the meekest man you
ever saw. Take a buggy out and wait
till you see his wife; the crowd will
wait all right.’

“So I drove like mad out to the
turning and along the Scoteh line to
Ten Ike’s little clapboard shanty.
When I walks up, the dog made for
my legs, and a big, bony woman about
forty feet tall opens the door and
yells, ‘Come in.” I begun to under-
stand Ten Ike’s meekness all at once,
and came in.

““Presently she comes in with a
lamp and three other giants, only the
male sex. They set down around me
and looked clean through me, admirin’
each shinin’ button individually and
successively like the book says.

““So, after an hour’s talking, it
seemed, Mrs. Ike says to me, ‘Will he
wear a suit like yourn, Colonel?’ You
see, she took me fer Colonel Hughes,
whom she read about. ‘Yes, ma’am,’
I says, very meek, ‘only where my
«coat is blue his’ll be red.’

““ “Well, then, Ike, you’d better
jine,’ she says, and Ike, admiring the
set of her jaw, jined and said to the
other two colossusses, ‘Come down to
the hoe-tel, boys.’

““So we drove back in state, and I
says to Ike, ‘Can you read and write
pretty well?” ‘Sure,’ he says, ‘I kept
time on the drive once.’

““¢Then,” says I, ‘I’ll make you
colour-sergeant, like river-boss, you
know; and he swelled out his chest
about a foot when T told him.

‘““When we reached the hotel he
asked how many men we wanted, and
I told him forty. He walks into the
crowd like a policeman, and taps one
here and one there, saying, ‘I’ll take
you an’ you an’ you.” Why, I was out
of it altogether!

““Well, in ten minutes we had the
company formed up, and then we
marched down to the Orange Hall.
Here, under the very nose of King
Billy, we issued the duds, the men
stripping and dressing as they got
them. Such a sight I never saw, and
Ike superintending the whole,

“But when I came to fit out Ike
himself I was in purgatory; there
wasn’t a pair of pants or a tunie could
2o on him; and no wonder, for he had
a forty-four inch chest.

‘“‘Say, I never saw a man come so
near eryin’, but I managed to soothe
him by saying I would have one made
specially in Toronto for him, and that
it would have gold braid on it.

““Then I put them through a little
drill and let them go; and each man
went and called on his girl wearing
his uniform, with his old duds under
his arm.

““I bet Tke got it hot when he came
home in plain clothes, while his two
cubs strutted home in scarlet.

““But by the end of a week Ike’s
suit with the gold braid chevrons ar-
rived, and also an officer, who swore
the men in one by one and took all the
glory.

‘““And that’s the way it always is;
the sergeant’s the back-bone of the
army, but he’s so well hidden under
the fat of the officers that until the
crows start at the bodies he ain’t ap-
preciated.”’

And with these enigmatical words
and ‘““Good night, gentlemen,’”’ he
stalked out into the street.

n
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PAPINEAU : HIS PLACE IN

CANADIAN

BY. Wi 5.

HISTORY
WALLACE,

INSTRUCTOR IN CANADIAN CONSTITUTIONAL HISTORY IN THE

UNIVERSITY

“N0U will believe me, I trust,

when I say to you, I love
my country; I have loved her
wisely, I have loved her madly.”
Thus Louis Joseph Papineau, on
the occasion of his last appearance
in public, made the apologia pro vita
sua.

An old white-haired man of
eighty-four years, with one foot in
the grave, but with the fires of his
eloquence still unquenched, he
summed up in these words the case
for the defence of his carecer. He
could not have taken his stand on
better ground. Love of country has
always been regarded as covering a
multitude of political sins; and if
ever any man loved his eountry, or
at any rate that part of it in which
he was born, it was Papineau. What-
ever else may be said about him, he
must always be given credit for his
Roman patriotism; he was more an
antique Roman than a Dane. One
further thing must be said about
him. No politician has ever sat in a
Canadian legislature whose hands
were cleaner than his.

““I do not agree in many things
with what Papineau has said and
done,’’ said Joseph Howe, in 1862,
““but I am bound to say, as one who
in early life had marked his course,
that whatever might have been his
faults and errors, no man had ever
dared charge Papineau with corrup-
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tion.”” Of how many present-day
politicians could this statement be
made ?

‘But patriotism and ineorruptibil-
ity are no sure passports to the
niches in the temple of history. Vil-
lage Hampdens remain village
Hampdens, and mute, inglorious
Miltons remain mute and inglorious
still. Some positive and tangible
services to the State or to humanity
are demanded by Clio of those who
would be her favourites. A man must
win a battle, or make a discovery, or
subvert a dynasty, or railroad a bill
through parliament, before he ecan
hope to become a great historical
figure, or have a place in history.

What were Papineau’s services to
Canada? In those ‘‘vile Liberal
tracts’’ which do duty in Ontario for
text-books of Canadian history in
the schools, Papinean appears com-
monly as the protagonist in Lower
Canada of the struggle for respon-
sible government. He in Lower Can-
ada and William Lyon Mackenzie in
Upper Canada are the heroes of the
movement which gave Canadians a
voice in the executive government of
their country.

Now, it is true that Papinean was
a factor, an unwitting and unwilling
factor, but still a factor, in the
movement that culminated in re-
sponsible government; but it cannot
be said too often or too emphatically



164 THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

that if there was one thing Papineau
did not struggle for it was respon-
sible government. The principles
underlying that system of govern-
ment (for example, the principle of
the solidarity of the cabinet and its
dependence upon a uniform majority
in both houses), he never really un-
derstood, even after it had been
many years in operation. What his
main efforts before 1837 were de-
voted to securing, was an elective
legislative council or second cham-
ber, in which the French-Canadians
would have a preponderating influ-
ence, and where the legislation that
his henchmen passed in the legisla-
tive assembly would not be thrown
out. But of any scheme for making
the executive council responsible to
the assembly, he was guiltless. When
he was offered a seat in the execu-
tive counecil in 1822, he refused the
honour; and when Dominique Mon-
delet accepted a seat in the council
in 1830, Papineau and his friends
pursued him with the most malig-
nant invective, and finally expelled
him from the assembly as a traitor
to his race. And yet, as Sir Etienne
Cartier pointed out a quarter of a
century later, the inclusion of Dom-
inique Mondelet in the Governor’s
Council was a preliminary step to-
ward responsible government.

It is a little diffieult even to un-
derstand the importance which has
been attached to Papineau’s name in
connection with the Rebellion of
1837. Papineau himself disclaimed
all right to the title of leader in the
rebellion.

““T was,”” he said in 1847, ‘‘neither
more nor less guilty, nor more nor
less deserving, than a great number
of my colleagues; but being by their
benevolence placed during a long
period in a position the most honour-
able in the country, the Speakership,
conferred upon me by vote of the
representatives of the people, I was
thereby, more than others, exposed
to the observation of friends, as well
as to the animadversions of political
enemies.’’

Any attempt to lay the responsi-
bility for the rebellion in Lower Can-
ada on Papineau must be a failure.
When the rebellion broke out, Pap-
ineau took almost no part in the or-
ganisation of the rebel forces; he
abstained from taking part in any
of the engagements; and there is rea-
son for believing that he acquiesced
in the appeal to arms merely out of
deference to the opinions of his
friends. Such, at least, was his own
version of the affair.

The prominence which Papineau’s
name has acquired in connection
with the rebellion is largely the out-
come of his personal ascendancy
over the minds and hearts of his
compatriots. It is not too much to
say that he dazzled his contempor-
aries.

“Few men,”” said Sir Wilfrid
Laurier after the Riel Rebellion,
‘““have wielded greater sway over
their fellow-countrymen than did
Mr. Papineau at a certain time in the
history of Lower Canada, and no
man ever lived who had been more
profusely endowed by nature to be
the idol of a nation. A man of com-
manding presence, of majestic coun-
tenance, of impassioned eloquence,
of unblemished character, of pure
disinterested patriotism, for years
and years he held over the hearts of
his fellow-countrymen almost un-
bounded sway, and even to this day
the mention of his name will arouse
throughout the length and breadth
of Lower Canada a thrill of enthus-
iasm in the breasts of all, men or wo-
men, old or young.”’

All our accounts of Papineau go
to show that he was a man of the
most attractive personality. He had
the manners of a grand seigneur, and
the reputation of being the best
talker in the country. ‘‘Uniting,”’
said the historian Christie, who had
known him intimately from boyhood,
““the erudition of the man of letters
with the urbanity of a gentleman:
possessing also the highest of con-
versational powers, and in an em-
inent degree frank, communicative,
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and convivial, he is, out of polities,
all that can be desired, and in the
domestic cirele unrivalled for the
amenity and kindness of his manners
and disposition.”’

All this, of course, is somewhat
vague. We are not given, for in-
stance, any fragments of Mr. Papin-
eau’s table-talk. Perhaps, if we were,
we should be disappointed; perhaps
it would be found to be of that vol-
uminous and exhaustive sort which
our great-grandfathers admired, and
which no longer amuses us in the
slightest. Certainly, the oratory of
Papineau is not of the kind which
would be popular to-day. The point
to be noted, however, is that Papin-
eau’s conversation and Papineau’s
oratory exercised a great influence
before 1837; and they go far to ex-
plain the notoriety which has become
attached to Papineau’s name in con-
nection with the rebellion.

Papineau cannot be described as
in any sense a great, or even a clear-
sighted, political thinker. He was
widely, if not deeply, read in politi-
cal and constitutional literature; but
his views on government were large-
ly of that doctrinaire and a priori
character which precludes any re-
gard for actual conditions. He
thought that an elective legislative
council would be a panacea for all
the ills of Lower Canada, when, as
a matter of fact, it would only have
made the racial situation more acute.

Much-needed reforms proposed by
the governor’s party, Papineau was
almost always found opposing. And
during his tenure of the speakership

‘he betrayed such an ignorance of

and disregard for the principles of
the British Constitution as would
forever disqualify him as an author-
ity on constitutional history and law.
As has been pointed out, it may be
doubted whether he ever really
understood, for instance, the work-
ing of responsible government in the
colonies. Moreover, his views were
by no means constant. As a young
man, he professed himself a loyalist
and an Anglophile. He fought in the

British ranks in 1812; and in 1820
he delivered at Montreal an oration
in praise of the Constitution of 1791
and the benefits of British rule.

‘“George the Third,”” he said on
that occasion, ‘‘a sovereign revered
for his moral character, attention to
his kingly duties and love of his sub-
Jects, succeeds to Louis the Fifteenth,
a prince then deservedly despised for
his debauchery, his inattention to
the wants of the people, and his lav-
ish profusion of the public moneys
upon favourites and mistresses, From
that day the reign of law succeeds
to that of violence; from that day
the treasuries, the navy, and the
armies of Great Britain are mustered
to afford us an invineible protection
against external danger; from that
day the better part of his laws be-
comes ours, while our religion, pro-
perty, and the laws by which they
were governed, remain unaltered;
soon after are granted to us the
principles of its free constitution—
an infallible pledge, when acted
upon, of our internal prosperity.’’

Fifteen years later Papineau had
espoused republican prineciples, and
was openly advoeating annexation
with the United States. The secret
of this wvolte-face is explained in a
pregnant sentence in Robert Chris-
tie’s ‘“‘History of Canada.’”’ *‘Per-
sonally acquainted, indeed intimately
so, with Mr. Papineau from boyhood
(from 1807, if not before), closely
observing his career through all its
stages . . . I conscientiously can
say,”” writes the historian, ‘““that he
always seemed to me to move with
the masses rather than to lead
them.”’

When the people of French Can-
ada were content with British rule,
he was content; when they became
dissatisfied, he became dissatisfied,
too. Mr. Kingsford bluncly deseribed
him as a demagogue. TLord Elgin,
who had a strong antipathy to him,
and called him ‘“‘Guy Fawkes Pap-
ineau,”” aceused him of being always
ready to wave ‘“a lighted torch
among the combustibles.”” But the
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truth is that Papineau was nothing
more or less than a representative
voice up to 1837; he was a spokes-
man and not a leader—wvox et prae-
terea nihal.

From what has been said it will be
clear that Papineau deserves promin-
ence neither as one of the fathers of
responsible government, nor as one
of the real leaders of the armed re-
bellion of 1837, nor yet as a political
thinker. His real importance for
(Canadian history dates from the
period following his return from
exile in 1845, a period on which
little stress is generally laid in an
account of his career. In Paris he
had consorted with extreme radicals
like Louis Blane and Béranger, and
when he returned to Canada he
gathered about him a number of the
French-Canadian irreconcilables, and
formed the nucleus of what was later
the Parti Rouge. It is as the father,
or, at any rate, the godfather, of this
party that Papineau deserves an out-
standing place in Canadian history.

The Parti Rouge included in the
planks of its platform the repeal of
the Act of Union, the annexation of
Canada to the United States, and the
introduction of the elective principle
into every branch of the administra-
tion, legislative, judicial, and mili-
tary. It was anti-clerical in its atti-
tude, and, above all, it stood for the
conservation of the French-Canadian
race. This last was an object which
Papineau pursued consistently dur-
ing his whole career. He opposed
the proposed Bill of Union in 1822
because it threatened the identity
and integrity of ‘‘La Nation Cana-
dienne;’’ he bitterly attacked the
Union in 1840 on the same grounds;
and in 1857 he condemned on the
same score ‘‘Confederation, the most
culpable of all, now for three months
in operation.’’

The Patriotes of 1837 cherished
the ideal of a French-Canadian na-
tion on the banks of the St. Lawr-
ence; and in 1849 the idea was re-
vived by Papineau and the Parti
Rouge, and was taken up by the

Institut Canadien as a propaganda.

The Parti Rouge has been an im-
portant factor in Canadian polities.
It exerted a very lively influence on
the political situation before Con-
federation; and it has contributed
more than one statesman of out-
standing merit and ability to Cana-
dian public life. Antoine Dorion,
one of the ablest statesmen that Can-
ada has produced, and the present
Prime Minister of Canada, Sir Wil-
frid Laurier, both started life in the
ranks of the Reds. Both these gentle-
men fell away from the party in the
course of time; but the party con-
tinued, and it has perhaps persisted
down to the present time in the guise
of the Nationalist party, headed to-day
by the redoubtable figure of Henri
Bourassa.

The Nationalists have discarded
some of the anti-clerical and radiecal
principles of the Parti Rouge; but
they are one with both the Patriotes
and the Rouges in presenting an irre-
concilable front to English connee-
tion and English domination, and in
dreaming of a Canadian nation on
the banks of the St. Lawrence, com-
posed of French-speaking people.

Papineau retired from public life
in 1854. He had inherited from his
father the seigniory of La Riviére de
la Petite Nation, on the Quebec side
of the Ottawa River; and here, in
the midst of his books and surround-
ed by his family and friends, he
passed the declining years of his life.
The chéateau, which passed under the
name of Montebello, was a replica of
a French castle, the only example of
an old-world edifice of this kind in
Canada. Here Papineau kept open
house to his friends. ‘‘One felt at
home at once under the roof of the
charming Manor House of Monte-
bello, with its vast apartments,
affording through noble bay win-
dows, widely extended views of the
beautiful waters of the Ottawa.’’
Such is the conclusive testimony on
all hands.

As a French-Canadian writer has
pointed out, Papineau was a Pierre



THE ROVER

Leroux in theory only ; his tastes and
habits were those of an aristocrat.
In many ways he reminds one of
Thomas Jefferson. The two men
were widely but superficially read in
political science; they held the same
radical democratic theories; they
were both philosophes and Deists;
and in spite of their radical leanings,
they were both characterised by
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somewhat fastidious and aristoeratic
tastes. Jefferson on his Virginia
plantation and Papineau on his
Canadian seigniory, were each sur-
rounded by wealth and culture and
refinement. But if either of them
should seem to belie his theory by
his practice, it is necessary to re-
mark that neither of them was a
Socialist.

THE ROVER
BY VIRNA SHEARD

THOUGH I follow a trail to north or south,
Though I travel east or west,

There’s a little house on a quiet road

That my hidden heart loves best ;

And when my journeys are over and done,

"Tis there I will go to rest.

The snows have bleached it this many a year :
The sun has painted it gray ;

The vines hold it close in their clinging arms :
The shadows creep there to stay ; -
And the wind goes calling through empty rooms
For those who have gone away.

But the roses against the window-pane
Are the roses I used to know ;
And the rain on the roof still sings the song

It sang in the long ago,

When I lay me down to sleep in a bed
Little and white and low.

It is long since I bid it all good-bye,

With young light-hearted disdain .

I remember who stood at the door that day:
Her tears fell fast as the rain;

And I whistled a tune and waved my hand
But never went back again.

Toll I have paid at the
The sand I know and t

)

gates of the world,
he sea ;

I have taken the wide and open road,

With steps unhindered a

nd free ;

Yet, like a bell ringing down in my heart,
My home is calling to me,



THE CROSS-CURRENT

BY S. A. WHITE
AUTHOR OF “THE STAMPEDER "

Tlustrations by Maud McLaren

HE inhabitants of Fort Providence

wondered why Graeme Stewart, the
chief distriet factor, lingered in the
Mackenzie post, but Donald Kinnear,
the lord of Resolution, was there with
his daughter, on some business to be
transacted through his fellow-official
Clendenning, of the more northerly
station ; and where the winsome Flora
Kinnear became concerned men were
apt to linger.

The J¥rench-Canadian constable,
Felix Duwarne, had also reached Pro-
vidence, ranging south from the
Yukon, and this chance situation gave
the fort gossips more speculative in-
terest. They knew that in all other
things Duwarne and Stewart were as
blood-brothers ever since the French-
Canadian had safely picked his lamed
comrade out of a Great Slave blizzard,
and they wondered how the flow of
mutual affection would hold against
the rival eross-current of desire.

The Mackenzie writhed in its
course, full to the flood-tide mark,
and human blood ran in harmony.
The heart of each inhabitant cried out
for freedom. Kinnear’s daughter felt
the excessive yearning most of all, and
she danced forth from the Fort, in an
utter abandon of joyous song, where
Stewart stood with Kinnear at the
stockade gates.

“T'm off for flowers, father,”’ she
cried gaily. ‘‘The hills are covered.
Look at the bloom!’’

Her waving hands indicated the
Beaver Hills which rimmed the Hud-
son’s Bay post, their peaks one mass
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of luxuriant bloom spilling in a riot
of colour down the slope to the Maec-
kenzie’s edge.

‘““Alone !I””  Stewart exclaimed,
breathing faster at the sight of her
fresh beauty. ‘‘Alone! Such a day
invites companionship. Come down
the valley with me. I am going out
to the cache on the Liost Wolf branch,
and you can find acres of flowers
there.”’

The warmth of Stewart’s request
carried its own significance, but Flora
Kinnear shook her head saucily as she
ran on.

‘““The Hills are calling me,”’ she
laughed, ‘‘and the valley is too small
to hold my gladness. I must get up,
up where there is the whole heaven
space for breathing.’’

Kinnear looked after her in par-
ental tenderness. ‘‘She’s a bonnie
lassie,”” he murmured, ‘‘an’ guid as
gowd.”’

“Virgin gold,”” agreed Graeme
Stewart. ‘‘She will make some man
happier than a Kking, although she
seems too gentle for people like our
rough, northern selves.’’

The old Scot smiled at the unselfish
deprecation and tapped Stewart’s
arm.

““The men o’ the North are strong
an’ true,’”’ he declared. ‘‘She’ll find
nane better in a’ the world; an’ I
maun believe she fancies Felix.”’

Quite ignorant of the turn of Stew-
art’s desires, Kinnear spoke guile-
lessly, and a shade of pain erossed the
chief district factor’s face. A rifle’s

3
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‘'SHE CAN GUESS," FLORA'S HAUGHTY VOICE ANSWERED"

report on Lost Wolf ford gave him
diversion. While he listened, the
sound was repeated. He put up his
-glasses.

ﬁe}flS%mething’s moving off to the
Beaver Hills,”” he announced, ‘‘and
there’s a horse coming here. It ap-
pears to be hard ridden.’’ ;

‘“ Aiblins ’tis Barelay, the commis-
sioner,’’ suggested Kinnear.

‘‘Barclay generally rides that
way,’” laughed Stewart. ‘‘But to-day
he should be more careful. TIsn’t he
carrying Government gold ?”’

The factor snorted in derision.

‘“Grant Barclay doesna know how
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tae take care,’”” was his trite observa-
tion. ‘‘He doesna fear mon or deil.’’
“‘It’s Barclay’s pony "’ Stewart ex-
claimed, still sighting through the
lenses. ““Two white forefeet and a
star on the face! Good Lord, it’s
riderless! Grant has been thrown.”’
Straight as a transit’s line, the
horse galloped for the Fort, swerved
in mad terror on seeing the men and
suddenly collapsed in the sandy dust.
“Shot!’’ eried the chief distriet
factor, ‘“‘clean through the shoulder!
What deviltry’s thig?’’
Kinnear jerked the saddle off the
dying beast and pushed it under
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Graeme Stewart’s nose excitedly.
“‘Look, mon,’’ he shouted frantical-
ly. ‘‘Ma God, dae ye ken that?”’
Both pouches were cut from top to
bottom.
L

Stewart wheeled and ran for the
pine-boarded police post.

““Felix,”’ he roared, ‘‘Duwarne!’’

““Iei,”” eried the constable, jumping
through the doorway. ‘‘W’at t’ink
you be wantin’, eh?’’

‘“‘Barclay’s pony is in here, rider-
less and shot to death,’’ Stewart fever-
ishly announced. ‘‘The saddle bags
are looted.”’

““Mon Dieu,” breathed Felix. He
jumped on to his horse tethered be-
hind the barracks; Graeme swung up
on the back of a sinewy Indian mus-
tang; the pair pounded down the Lost
Wolf ford. Where the beaten grass
indicated a recent struggle they rolled
off. Proofs of violence were not lack-
ing. On the trampled bank, where
human footprints mingled with the
horse’s hoofmarks was the dark red
of blood and the impression as if some-
thing had been dragged to the water’s
edge. The constable and the chief dis-
trict factor traced the sinister furrow,
like two hounds nosing out a track,
and on rising they were close to the
brink, looking into each other’s eyes.

““How much gold did Barclay
carry?’’ asked Felix, dismally.

“Three thousand dollars’ worth of
dust, in two pokes,”’ answered Stew-
art. ‘‘But he’ll never get to Winni-
peg with it. He’s at the bottom of
Lost Wolf, Felix, with a ball in his
heart and a boulder on his neck.
And a strong swimmer put him there!
Remember, I saw someone go into the
Hills. Can’t we trail him?”’

““Non,”” replied Duwarne, ‘‘de grass
mooch too theeck! Aussi, dis t’ing
done wit’ canoe, mebbe.”’

Stewart shrugged his doubt.

““What’s your plan, Felix?”’ he
asked.

““You be goin’ to dat cache,”’” Du-
warne pondered thoughtfully. ‘‘Den

kip nex’ de stream and look for canoe.
Eef dere wan, she go dat way, ’cause
de oder way she mus’ pass on de
Fort. Go back to de post eef you be
find dat canoe an’ put de mattaire
fore Sergean’ Conray w’en he come
in from T’ree-Mile Lake.’’

““And you?’’ the chief district fac-
tor inquired.

‘““Ah’m goin’ in de Beaver Hills,”’
announced Felix. ‘‘You know dere
be only wan eabin dere.’’

“You intend searching Harman'’s
cabin?’’ cried Stewart, all startled.
‘““Take care, old friend. He’s a dan-
gerous man to meddle with.”’

Stewart knew Roland Harman as
an unscrupulous trader who had a
high enough opinion of himself to ask
Donald Kinnear for the hand of his
daughter. The proposal had been
made at Fort Providence, a few days
before, in the presence of Flora, who
gave the reply in person, a refusal
whieh, though lessening the trader’s
egotism, did not cure his infatuation.

““Ah don’ know dis Barclay mans,’’
Duwarne composedly replied, ‘“mais
Ah know de trader bad fellow. Ah’m
goin’ tak’ de leetl’ look!’” From the
bushes, he added: “*Aw revoir,”” but
the seeing of his friend again hap-
pened under circumstances which
Stewart did not expect. For, return-
ing over the watershed from his jour-
ney of inspection, on which he had
found no canoe, the chief district fac-

tor sighted Flora Kinnear in the val--

ley. She was pulling flowers as she
walked, adding them to the mass of
bloom in her arms, and a thrill of
gladness moved the man when he saw
the mingling of beauty with grace.
He swung his mustang over the brow
of the slope to descend a spur which
would bring him to her side, but the
motion was checked as soon as made
and keen disappointment succeeded
his momentary pleasure.

Coming down the opposite ridge,
Felix Duwarne rode through the
basin, directly in the girl’s path.

Wholly unconscious of Stewart’s
proximity, the pair met beneath the

s
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spur. The chief district factor was
too high up to hear their speech. He
thanked heaven for that ; but he could
not shut his eyes, and his lofty posi-
tion made every movement discern-
ible. And these movements told Stew-
art what the man said as Duwarne
took her yielding form in his arms,
the wonderful flowers falling unheed-
ed to the ground. One instant jeal-
ousy stabbed him ; then loyalty to the
comrade who had packed him out of
the Great Slave blizzard rose supreme.
Such a troth, in Stewart’s eyes, was
a sacred thing. He whirled his sur-
prised pony down the other trail and
loped off to the Fort, his face dark-
ened by an inward suffering and chaos
in his stout heart.
ITL.
Toward sunset, Flora and Duwarne
171

DECLARED FLORA KINNEAR PASSIONATELY

came into Providence by separate
ways. It was their whim to preserve
their usual friendly demeanour so
that none should discover their new,
mutual relation. Stewart alone could
see beneath their masks, but he said
nothing to Felix. As the latter rode
on from the H. B. C. store to the bar-
racks, he met Roland Harman in the
road. From the shrubbery on the
Hills the trader had watched the con-
stable enter his unlocked hut, and he
was not tardy in letting him know it.

““Spy on me, will you?’’ he eried
wrathfully. ‘‘By heaven, I don’t for-
get a man who ransacks a hut when
the owner’s supposed to be away. No,
Felix Duwarne. 1 don’t forget it!”’
A vicious shaking of his fist empha-
sised the words.

““De innocen’ mans don’ need for
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get so hot,”” returned Felix, con-
temptuously. ‘“You mus’ have de
beeg guilt, m’sien.”’

He passed along unconcernedly and
tethered his horse again. Sergeant
Conray and his Corporal had gone out
to follow up any available clues in
connection with the disappearance of
Barclay and the theft of the Govern-
ment gold, but Duwarne proposed to
take the trail on his own account. He
carried his pack sack to Clendenning’s
trading room to fill it with supplies.
Thus engaged, and chatting with the
Fort Providence factor, Felix saw
Graeme Stewart enter.

“There’s a lone woman paddler at
the landing,’’ Stewart informed Clen-
denning. ‘‘She wants a night’s lodg-
ing. Will you keep her?’’

YA squaw 1’ asked Clendenning.

““No, a white woman—JFrench! She
has the air of an adventuress.”’

““Yet she stays,”” decided the fac-
tor. ““I can’t refuse a woman
shelter,”’

The woman in question seemed pos-
sessed of a brazen anticipation, for
she met Clendenning half way up the
river path. A weighty dunnage bag
was carried over her shoulder by a
paddle thrust through the tie strings.
Her figure swung with a lithe, easy
motion; the heavy sack seeming no
encumbrance on the grace of her sym-
metrical figure. She regarded the
factor quizzically.

“Your name?”’ bluntly demanded
Clendenning, surveying, unmoved, the
fine, regular features in French cast-
ing, with erowning black hair above.

““My name? Marie Valdeau! I
beg two meals and a bed.”’

““Go into the trading room,’’ the
factor directed. ‘‘Stewart can show
you the women’s quarters. Make
yourself comfortable. I have business
at the landing.”’

Clendenning was a man of brief
speech, who thought more of a bale
of beaver than a hundred pretty faces.

Backing out from behind the coun-
ter with his bulging pack sack in his
arms, Felix Duwarne came face to

face with the entering woman. His
eyes dilated; the pack sack crashed to
the floor. Stewart hated the adven-
turess for her smile of recognition.

‘“Ah! Felix, my boy,’’ she cried in
pure French. ‘“Who would think of
meeting you like this! Don’t you wel-
come me?’’ She extended a hand.
Duwarne took it dully and stared.

““Bon soir, pelite,”” he greeted
softly.

‘“Kiss me,”” was her audacious com-
mand.

To Stewart’s breathless amazement,
Felix obeyed. Hotly, Graeme sprang
forward.

‘““Have you forgotten your troth in
the Hills?”’ he passionately cried.

The constable whirled round.
“W’at you be know?’’ he harshly
demanded.

‘““Enough! I witnessed that. I
know one who trusts you, and here
you put that trust so far away as
to embrace a——"’

““Diable!”’ roared Felix, in inter-
ruption. ‘“‘Don’ say dat nam’!”’ His
eyes blazed like camp coals. He tow-
ered over Stewart as if to crush him.

‘“‘Leave dis t’ing to me,”’ he con-
tinued, struggling for control. ‘‘Ah
be know w’at Ah’m doin’.”’

““Yes, but does Fllora know ?’? asked
the impetuous Stewart.

‘“She can guess,”” Flora’s haughty
voice answered from the entrance to
the women’s quarters. All they saw
was her white face as she fled.

V.

Stewart sought isolation in the
shadow of the H. B. C. store when
the dusk closed down. Lying there,
drawing solace from the Company’s
tobacco, he saw two figures come
across the trail. He took them to be
Duwarne and the adventuress, but
while they approached in the half
gloom he recognised the woman as
Flora Kinnear. She was reproaching
Felix for the secret claim Marie Val-
deau held over him ; the constable an-
swered her accusations with earnest
protests delivered in a low tone. They
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“‘MURDER!’" EXCLAIMED THE STRANGER, ‘THE WHOLE THING WAS A BLIND' "

kept their voices subdued, but their
actions foretold a quarrel. The ecli-
max came when Flora wheeled and
confronted him.

““You must go on to Resolution with
this woman, you say!’’ she vehemently
cried. ‘““You offer no explanation,
but you must! Do you think you can
come back to me after playing gal-
lant to that s L

““Don’ spik lak dat of her,”” begged
Duwarne. ‘‘No wan mus’ judge but
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le bon Dieu. That should be enough.’’

““God will judge you and your
false heart if you go,”’ she flashed.
““Remember those words, Felix Du-
warne. ‘‘She was gone from him
suddenly, running to Clendenning’s
house, where she and her father were
staying. Stewart heard his comrade’s
groan of dismay as he dashed after;
but the pursuit was useless. Clen-
denning’s door slammed. The bholt
rasped home,
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Had Graeme Stewart been ‘he
orthodox rival, he would have shown
much despicable genius in attempting
w usurp Duwarze’s place in Ilora’s
favour with the assistance of such
powerful elements as jealousy and
pique; he would have let things run
awry, found means to widen the gulf
between the two and attained his end
by the profit of misunderstanding.
But Stewart was of a different breed.
That old lioness, the North, had borne
him as a worthy whelp. He went
straight to Marie Valdeau.

‘““Get your canoce,”” he ordered
briefly, ‘‘and leave Fort Providence
at once,”’

She read his reason, and the stub-
born blood dyed her skin. ‘Clenden-
ning commands here,’’ she eried. ‘‘ He
bade me stay.’’

““Clendenning is factor; I am chief
distriet factor; my orders supersede
his; don’t parley, but go!”’ His tone
was final; the woman bit her lip and
turned away,

““Gather your dunnage,”’ Stewart
advised. “‘I’ll send a paddler with
you if you wish. Will you take one?’’

‘“Surely,”” she answered. But it
was not the one Stewart intended.
When he brought an Indian paddler
down to the landing, Marie Valdeau
was gone with Felix Duwaive.

Ve

‘‘Here is the base of the ridge,”’ an-
nounced Harman to Flora Kinnear.
““Yonder is their camp-fire. Let us
begin the climb!’”’ These were the
first words he had spoken in their
three-mile paddle. The only condi-
tion upon which Flora had secretly
accepted his aid in pursuit of the
fugitives was that he should speak no
word of love. He had kept the
promise well.

They ascended. Duwarne had gone
beyond the circle of firelight to bring
more wood. Marie Valdeau rose from
her stone seat. In the mingling
beams of rising moon and upspringing
flames the two women faced each
other. One was the embodiment of

innocence, a pure girl just attaining
the splendid bloom of maturity; the
other was the ready-witted adven-
turess beneath whose eyes ran shift-
ing, treacherous currents more dan-
gerous than those which put many
good canoemen at the bottoms of
northern rivers.

“I hate you,”’ declared Flora Kin-
near passionately. ‘‘I hate you.’”’

Felix strode back with the wood.
At sight of the newecomers his armful
thundered on the rocks.

“W’at dis mean?’’ he demanded
harshly. ‘‘How dare you be come
wit’ heem?”’

‘“She has as much right to come
with me as you have to flee with an
adventuress,”” interposed the bold
Harman.

“Don’ say dat nam’,”’ warned Du-
warne, ‘‘Ah have de bes’ right in de
world.”’

‘““No doubt,”” chuckled Harman
significantly. Instantly Felix jumped
at the trader to strike, but Flora
caught his arms.

““Softly,”” she commanded. ‘‘Will
you explain now? Tell us what this
woman is to you. If you don’t we
all go on to Resolution.’’

Marie Valdeau uttered an angry
exclamation. ‘“You mean that?’’ she
cried. ‘‘The tables are turning, I
think. You become the wilful one; I
must play the sober monitor. I’ll give
you some advice, little one. Dom’t do
that; you’ll spoil things.”’

“I’ll go,”” declared Flora. ‘‘As
heaven hears me, I'll go.”’

“This is disgusting,’”’ stormed
Marie. ‘“Why could you not remain
where you were? No one has a better
rigcht than myself to ask the aid of
Felix.”’

‘I dispute that,”” Flora returned.
““T have a better right.”’

““No, child,”” persisted the other
woman, ‘‘you haven’t. For, you see,
though I who say it am no honour
to him, I am Marie Duwarne, his
sister.”’

VT

“Tt’s a lie,”” roared Harman, ‘‘a
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low, cursed lie!”” This time Felix
Jumped so swiftly that the woman
had no time to interfere.

““Ba gar,”’ he cried, ** you eat dose
words.”’

He whipped the trader off his feet
and kicked him for yards along the
stony crest. He went back to Flora
and Marie, laughing, a great weight
lifted from his spirit.

““We go to de Fort in wan canoe,”’
he announced. ‘‘Leav’ Flora Jere an’
Ah tak’ you or, Marie. Dis tlarman
go wit’out anywan.”” He rolled up
the camp things ; the two women, now
friends, started down to the river’s
edge. As he worked Felix hummed:

“‘C’est dans la ville de Bailtoune,

La jousque j’aité faire un tour.’’
a lilt of Bytown, the old name for
Ottawa, the place Felix loved.

Having finished, he tramped out the
coals of his fire and walked over to
Harman, who watched him in moody
silence.

“M’sieu’,”” he began, ‘‘Ah have
wan t’ing for say to you. Ah no could
say heem ’fore dose women.’’

‘“What’s that?’’ growled the trader,
suspiciously.

““M’sieu’, you wan coward,’”’ Felix
quietly decla“e¢’  ““You wan damn
coward!”” and “oth of Harman’s
cheeks smarted irom two stinging
slaps of his o; a palms. Without
looking for the ffect of his blows
Duwarne walkid off, Something
whirred fierccly through the air! The
piece of rock Harman hurled struck
Felix behind the ear, and he fell like a
log. The trader bound the uncon-
scious man and stepped to the slope,
a swift scheme forming in his fertile
brain.

‘““Where’s Felix?’’ called Marie,
looking back.

‘““He wants you,” Harman lied.
She came running into the grip of his
hands and the bonds of the rope he
held. Her cry brought Flora, who
was rendered helpless in similar fash-
ion. In his own black ways the trader
was more than ingenious! He loosed
their feet when he had them subdued

and grasped one arm of each, forcing
them down the rocks and into the
canoe below,

“You know enough about this kind
of craft not to lurch or leap,’” he
chuckled. Flora was in a helpless
hysteria; Marie steeled herself for th.
emergency.,

“We’re heading for Fort Provi
dence?’’ she asked, plumbing his
plans.

*“No, for the wilderness. I’ll drop
you at the first Indian camp.”’

“You’re a villain !’

‘A gamester,”’ he corrected. *“‘I
inherited the trait, that’s what sent
me to the outland. Now I'm playing
the boldest game 1 ever played, for
the highest stake I know.’’

“You’ll lose,”’ screamed Marie.
““Par Dieu, you'll lose! I, too, have
played bold games,”’

The widening gap of river drove
Flora to desperation. She sprang up
with a far-reaching ery, nearly cap-
sising the canoe. All that saved them
was Harman’s swift flattening of the
paddle blade on the water. From the
crest there came an answer. Felix
had his senses.

“‘Felix, here,’’ shrieked Marie, giv-
ing him the direction of the flight.
Brute that he was, Harman struck at
her with the paddle. She swerved
lithely, and the blade broke athwart,
““Don’t do that,’’ she mocked. “You’ll
stave a hole and sink us.”’

Another ery! They saw Duwarne
rolling over and over among the rocks
of the slope, fretting his wrists on
the sharp granite in a mad attempt at
freedom.

“He’ll kill himself,’’ moaned Flora
Kinnear. And no doubt Felix would
have dashed out his brains where the
incline grew steeper had not his body
become wedged in a niche of rock
which held him, despite his struggles,
while the canoe slipped round the turn
of the bluff.

VII.

The stranger’s knife slitting his
bonds was like a miracle to Duwarne
at the time, although he afterwards
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learned it was an ordinary human
motive of a reckless heart. One
second later, the stranger as bowsman,
himself in the stern, the constable’s
canoe shot after Harman’s ecraft,
which had already a tremendous start.
The first mile flew by! The second
was eaten up with their never-chang-
ing stroke! Soon they caught the
thump of a paddle ahead.

“Now de race!”” exclaimed Felix
softly. He ripped his shirt away with
one hand and cast it behind. Bare
to the waist, with drops of sweat and
blood shining on his skin, he bent to
his work. On they spun like an ar-
row, the shoulders of the bowsman
rising and falling snappily in his wet
Jjacket and the tremendous biceps of
the brown man in the stern bulging
under his tanned skin.

Fort Providence reeled by! The
landing was dark, not lighted with
the torches of the fishing boats going
off to their night’s spearing in the
Shallows as Duwarne had left it that
evening. The Shallows lay a mile be-
low the Fort and just above the con-
fluence of the Lost Wolf branch with
the Mackenzie where the treacherous
cross-currents made a swirling hell of
waters unnavigable by any craft.
Felix knew this well.

‘““We catch heem at de Lost Wolf,”’
he panted. ‘‘He no pass dat place.”’

Harman’s oath drifted back to
them. Inch by inch they gained ; then
foot by foot; and yard by yard! A
ring of lights unexpectedly starred
the river before them. The spearing
boats were returning from their toil.

“Hola!”’ roared TFelix. ‘‘Stop
heem. Stop dat mad mans!”’

They misinterpreted, leaving an
open lane for an apparently friendly
race.

““ Diable,”” Duwarne now groaned.
““Dose theeck in de head fools!”

The motley band of Indians, half-
breeds and voyageurs, their wild fea-
tures limned by red torchlight, raised
a savage cry to cheer the contestants
as they flashed between the lines qf
boats. but their rejoicing over a frolic

turned to a wail of terror at an im-
pending tragedy. Harman, in dia-
bolical despair, was driving his eanoe
straight for the boiling cross-currents
and the black-fanged rapid below,
which had never been run by human
hand.

Felix did not hear the clamour. He
read the design, and a spasm gripped
his throat.

“Ba God,”” he breathed, ‘‘catch
heem, stranger, or break de heart.”’

A mighty drive was the "answer.
a drive that broke the paddle. The
bowsman cursed. Duwarne put every
atom of strength into his stroke, gain-
ing ten of the thirty feet he must win.
Again his blade plunged; he made it
one-third. Gathering all his sinew in
a last desperate pull, he fairly lifted
the craft out of the water. His veins
tingled, his muscles cracked with the
effort; but the gap was closed. The
bowsman’s fingers gripped the other
gunwale.

Harman, well-nigh mad, leaped up
unwarily with something shiny in his
hand pointed at Flora Kinnear, but
Marie Valdeau wiped out her score
of sins by throwing herself on the
pistol muzzle and taking the death
wound meant for the th.r girl. With
the report, down wei 't joth canoes in
the whirling smothe: [ water.

Felix seized Flor as he touched
the surface; the dea.. bedy of his sis-
ter spun by and Ha man was sucked
after it into the vortex.

Duwarne held his place in the rip
of the current with phenomenal
strength. He was g'ad Flora’s hands
were bound; that excluded the pos-
sibility of the drowning grip. Beside
him the stranger was swimming des-
perately, but neither could advance
a foot. Their powers waned; the
surges slowly sucked their feet back;
it seemed the end was there, when old
Dave Harrow’s voice bellowed out and
a boat on the end of a hundred-foot
rope banged against their skulls.

“Catch hold,”” roared Harrow.
“We’ll pull ye. Only keep the
hold !”’



-
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It was purgatory, that wrench, with
the water devils snatching for their
prey! Felix thought his one arm
must have the bones drawn out, but
in a second it was over, and the three
tumbled on the beach.

“T’ank le bon Dieu, you be safe,
chére,” murmured Duwarne, tenderly,
when they regained their feet. “‘Mais
Marie she gone; dat’s mighty hard!”’

‘“Amen,’” breathed the strange
bowsman, at his elbow.

Felix turned. ‘‘M’sieu’, Ah mus’
t’ank you,’’ he cried fervently. ‘‘You
have de beeg courage.’’

““You needn’t thank me,’’ observed
the stranger gravely. ‘‘By chance, I
heard the end of the drama in the
Beaver Hills. Duwarne, your sister
is well known to me! I loved her in
former years, but through misunder-
standing we each went different ways
—not altogether careful ways! We
met at a northern post some days ago
and found our love had stood strange
tests. We resolved to make a break

for some far place, get married and
live a settled life. The impediment
was lack of funds, so we did the
familiarly erroneous thing of com-
mitting a small wrong in order to ac-
complish a big regeneration. That is
why we took the Government gold
at Lost Wolf ford. I want you to
arrest me for that theft.”’

““You?'’ cried Felix, dazedly. ‘‘An’
Marie? W'at you say ’hout her?’’

‘“‘She had the gold in her dunnage.
Now it’s where you made camp. You
see, she was to take it through to the
Great Slave shore, and I was to meet
her there. Then Prince Albert and
the States!’’

‘““Ah understan’,’”’ declared Du-
warne, ‘‘an’, as you say, Ah arres’
you. Mais ba gar, m’sieu,” you go for
tell me Marie help commit de mur-
daire? Ah keel you eef you mean
dat!”’

“‘Murder!”’ exclaimed the stranger.
‘““The whole thing was a blind. I'm
Grant Barclay.”’

FRIDAY’'S CHILD

A STORY OF GOODWILL

BY KATHERINE HALE

Monday’s Child is fair of face.
Tuesday’s Child is full of grace.
Wednesday’s Child has far to go.
Thursday’s Child is full of woe.
Friday’s Child is loving and giving.
Saturday’s Child must work for her
living.
But the Child who is born on the
Sabbath Day
Is witty and wise and gentle and gay.

THE Oracle chanted it in muffled

tones—a grotesque, hooded figure
holding the centre of that animated
stage the summer-house, in the Wall-
bridge sunny garden. Afterwards
there was a discussion, as the magic
meaning of the little rhyme grew in

the excited imagination of the child-
ren.

“I borrow to be Sunday’s child,”’
said Anne. ‘‘ ‘Witty and wise and
gentle and gay’—I ecould try, any-
way.”’

*‘ ‘Tuesday’s child is full of grace.’
We’d have to give that to Grace her-
self, I s’pose,’’ said Emily.

“I don’t know,”’ said Anne; ‘‘it
sounds like a pun to me, and father
says they’re always in bad taste.
Grace had better he ¢ Thursday’s child
is full of woe,’ *

g | won’t,”” said Grace decidedly.

“I will,”” came g soft little voice
from behind, and two ardent eyes
beamed on the dissenters. ‘I would

—————————
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love to be a ‘woeful child.” I would
wear an old black petticoat with a
long trail, and a little, little bit of
crape in my hair—just a suggestion—
and a squeeze of onion under my eyes.
Instead of playing I would sit under
a tree and weep and weep—and finish
that last book that Nana took from me,
if I can find it.”’

‘“Nana thinks you’re Monday’s
child,”” said Anne. ‘‘Perhaps you
are; you're supposed to have mother’s
eyes.”’

‘“What’s that?’’ said Nana, coming
up with the tea things.

Whereat a discordant medley of
treble voices arose.

*“Whist now!”” said Nana, ‘‘or I’ll
send you all straight to bed. You’re
far too old to quarrel; especially Miss
Anne, going on eleven. Doris is the
best of you all! Such nonsense about
days. God gave you each a day; it’s
well I can remember most of them.
And my own pet’—a thrill was in the
air, and all eyes turned on Nana’s
avowed and special treasure—‘‘my
own pet did I hold in my arms on a
Friday morning, as beautiful as ever
I saw. There were the school-bells
ringing, and all the little children
running to school, and old Giles put-
ting up a flag on the summer-house,
Jjust because she had opened her pret-
ty eyes on this old world. Come here
till I tie your sash, my precious. Yes,
you’re Friday’s child—whatever that
may be!”’

“Friday’s child is loving and giv-
ing,”’ chanted the Oracle solemnly.
““‘Loving and giving, loving and giv-
ing—Ilet’s all sing it and wave our
napkins and baptise her with the
milk!”’

Friday’s child had loved the cere-
mony from the vantage of her nurse’s
arms, but when she stepped into the
world of every day, she found, like
older votaries, that her obligations
were often piled upon her, and she
became, what her nature had often
before impelled her to be, a kind of
small burden-bearer for the rest, very
much at the beck and call of the whole

tribe. That Nana was her staunch
champion only led her to give the
more, because, as Anne often remark-
ed, Nana was ‘‘prejudiced;’’ and, of
all things, Doris wanted to be ‘‘just
like the rest.”” ‘‘Oh, make me just the
same as the rest, and forgive all my
sins, and bless my dear friends, and
especially Nana,”” was ever the climax
of her little prayers.

‘“All my dear friends,”” she would
think wistfully when she got into bed,
alone in her white cot, with the lat-
ticed walls so pale and high. ‘‘Anne
has lots of friends at school, and Grace
has Emily, and of course I have father
and mother and God and Nana, and
they all love me—but I have no ‘Par-
ticular Friend,” and I'm nearly eight.
Nearly eight and no ‘Particular
Friend!” What a long time with-
out one—what—a—long—time—with-
out—one.’’

And then it was morning.

It was an interesting new play to
be Friday’s child. In imitation golf,
Friday’s child found the balls. In
cooking-games, she washed the pans.
In playing school, she was ‘‘kept in’’
at recess, not always resignedly, but,
on the whole, in a kind of ‘‘good-fel-
low’’ style that was part of her. As
the summer sun deepened the colour
on her little cheeks, and the dull gold
of her short curly hair became more
intense, she was like a beautiful gipsy
decked out in discreet muslins.

Then came a coveted invitation
from ‘‘next door.”’

‘“Next door,”” in the children’s par-
lance, was a large place whose own-
ers had been abroad for years and
whose return was heralded, weeks be-
fore, by a troop of gardeners and ser-
vants. Cards of amenity had been
exchanged between the two houses, and
now behold each Wallbridge, attired
in a fresh muslin and ready in re-
sponse to a cordial invitation to ‘‘come
and play with the children from four
till seven.”’

“You must wait till your mother
comes, dearies,’”’ said Nana.

And after a long, long time the

’

pr—
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hoot of the motor sounded in the ave-
nue and she came in, veiled and hat-
ted, to give them each a kiss and see
that their sashes were straight, and to
tell them that they must be unselfish
and play what the others liked most.

‘““Remember that one of the poor lit-
tle kiddies is quite lame, Lola is her
name—isn’t that dear?”’

‘“And what’s the end-name, mum-
mie?’”’ asked Anne.

““There are two little girls and
their names are Lola and Beatrice
Farr,”” said mummie, ‘‘and their
father is called Sir John Farr, be-
cause he made a great invention.”’

‘What is an avention?’’ asked
Doris.

‘“‘Now darlings, Nana is ready,’’ said
mummy. ‘‘Have a good time and make
everyone happy,”’ and she watched
her rainbow band flit across the lawn.

Over the meadow they walked, and
then they opened the garden gate and
plunged right into fairy-land; for
before them lay a wide lawn, with a
big fountain splashing beautifully,
and beyond the garden a lazy stream,
leading to vague possibilities. Coming
to meet them was the prettiest lady
imaginable, and a little girl in blue.
Two or three other children emerged
from the summer-house, and the party
was introduced with many shy little
greetings. .

In the shadow of a tree sat a slight
form in an invalid’s chair,

‘“Come and see my little Princess,’’
said the pretty lady, and more shyly
still the Wallbridges approached. They
knew this must be ‘‘Lola,”” the little
girl who was lame.

The Princess, unlike her mother, un-
like her regal name, was no beauty.
It was a thin, old, sad little face that
looked out from the shady hat, with
a queer, tiny frown between the
eyes.

““How do you do?’’ she asked grave-
ly and looked the embarrassed Wall-
bridges over, everyone apart, from
head to foot.

No one had ever looked at them
like that before, not even mother when

she was just going to say, *‘You may
go to your room, dear, and stay till
I come.”

““How do you do?’’ said each Wall-
bridge together in response.

And then there was not one other
word to say.

The strange reluctance of childhood
to any ““difference’’ in their own kind
was upon them, stilling them with a
kind of fright. The tiny cripple was
a stranger to their healthy, merciless
little world, and try as they would,
it was hard to come near. Something
beyond the spell of shyness bound
them.

The pretty lady stood with her hand
on the Princess’s hair.

‘“What shall be the first game?’’ she
asked. ‘‘Perhaps Nana can help us.
She knows what you like. Or shall
Beatrice show you a new one we learn-
ed in Paris? We have plenty of balls
and rackets.”’

Beatrice went to find them, the
others paired off, and the sense of
constraint vanished.

Then Friday’s child looked across
at the wheeled chair.

The pretty lady had gone for the
moment, and the little figure was
alone.

Anne’s eyes followed those of Doris,
then back to her sister with a look
which said more plainly than any
words: ‘‘The Sacred Oracle!”’

True to her nature, Doris ‘‘imagin-
ed’’ first. She imagined that she had
lost a ball in the direction of the child.
She must find it. The search brought
her close to the chair.

Bending near, under a little shrub,
she asked, ““Did you see it?"’

‘“What?"’ queried the Princess.

‘“A ball,”’ said Doris.

““There wasn’t any,’’ answered the
Princess. ‘‘They’re all attached to the
racquets. You were pretending.’’

‘Oh,” said Doris, ‘“‘do you ever
pretend ?”’

‘Al the time,”” said the Princess.
“It’s all T ever do. I'm chained to
my rock, I mean my chair. I can’t
escape unless someone breaks the spell.
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That’s why I'm a Princess, and it’s
all the fault of a wicked ogre, you see.”’
‘“Oh, you dear!’’ said Doris, ‘‘I’ve
always looked for someone who pre-
tended, too. The rest do, but just
by fits and starts. They like real
plays best; cooking, for instance, and
shops—things you can touch.”

“I know the kind,”” said Lola
gravely. ‘‘Beatrice is like that and
nearly all the rest. There was a little
boy once in Italy who pretended all
the time, but he began to play the
piano, and they called him a ‘mir-
acle.” So I lost him. How I cried.
But I was young then.”’

““Are you old now?’’ asked Doris.

“I am nearly ten,’”’ said the grave
little voice. “‘It is a year since I
lost Carlo. We would sit on the sands
at San Remo and the sun came
through my beach-umbrella in many
colours on my knee, and Carlo would
catch those colours in funny little
tunes, and he would sing the tunes
and act them in fairy tales all day.
Oh, why did he begin to play the
piano! Mon pauvre Carlos.”’

Doris, with wide eyes, understood
perfectly. How could she distract
the Princess—her Princess already—
from such a loss.

“Do you like trees?’’ she asked.
““I see a path to the orchard. Let us
trundle down and tell stories there.’’

The Princess was gracious. She
adored trees. Could Doris push the
chair? ‘I am lame,”’ she said, ‘‘and
very heavy — nearly seventy-five.
Mother says ‘what a weight !’ *’

Very soon they were under the
“‘umbrageous boughs’’ of the poets,
and the Princess heard all about the
Sacred Oracle, and the telegraph that
ran from the nursery window to the
summer-house where real messages
could be sent, and best of all about
the little house in the trees that was
built by the gardiner for Doris.

A shade of pain passed over the
tired face of the Princess.

“Don’t tell me about high-up
places,”” said she, ‘‘I cannot ever
climb.”’
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‘“‘But you shall,”’ said Doris, ‘‘you
shall. I will carry you up my little
ladder; it is quite broad and easy,
and you will sit in the door of my
little house, like Peter Pan waiting for
Wendy.”’

*“Oh, darling Peter Pan!’’ cried the
Princess. ‘‘You love him, too? But,
after all, he wasn’t a real fairy, or he
could never even have been afraid
of growing up. I like the old ones
best, I think.’’

““Do you believe in God and angels
too?’’ asked Doris.

“I do,”” said the Princess, ‘‘espe-
cially on Sundays, if you have a
strict nurse. Is yours very strict?
We do nearly all our games on Sun-
day—but not quite all. Anyway, I
believe in God and angels, but, oh,
the fairies are the best! They'’re so
little and close, and they’re nearly
always here. I shall love this or-
chard. Look at all those rings—some
of them are quite worn with the
dancing-steps.’’

Friday’s child was completely cap-
tivated. Here was a new wonder.
From the distance she heard the creak
of the see-saw, and the excited eries
of ‘““home free.”” But no game
drew her now. Her little soul,
so willing in the service of others,
was blooming wunder that radi-
ant light, the loveliest miracle that
ever happened in this wonderful
world, the sudden touch of the kin-
dred soul. This miracle had not
dawned for her before, for Anne never
really understood, and Nana was
grown up, of course, and all the rest
were too small. And they didn’t care,
at any rate. But this Princess cared.
She saw the things that were not quite
there; and, oh, in what beautiful
words—Ilong words — she could tell
about them. Her mind could climb
higher than the nimble feet that loved
the birds’ nests, and Friday’s child
recognised it and bowed down and
worshipped. She stared at the little
freckled face in ready awe, mingled
with love. She wanted to pledge her
affection.
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The thick shadows fell across the
grass, and far away she saw a maid
move over the lawn with tea things;
already the afternoon was gone in a
dream. How could she ever pluck up
courage to tell the new-found half
that was in her heart? The thin little
voice recalled her, and she met the
wide, unabashed stare of childhood.

“Friday’s child—I think you are
very beautiful.”’

*“Oh, no,”” said the recipient of this
compliment, hastily ; ‘‘but I think I'd
like to be! It reminds me of a funny
little song that begins, ‘For Nurse
says I'm not pretty and I’'m seldom
very good.” Would you like to hear
it?”” and she hummed witchingly :

“If no one ever marries me,
And I don’t see why they should,
For Nurse she says I'm pretty
And I'm seldom very good.
If no one ever marries me
I shan’t mind very much,
I shall buy a squirrel in a cage
And a little rabit hutch.”

‘‘And you sing like my enchanted
bird in the forest, which I made a
game about. Oh, Friday’s child, I
know that song! and mother saw a
beautiful lady who wrote it. Her
name is Liza Lehmann, and she wears
a rose-pink gown and is herself a
fairy, I think, though mother doubts
it. Oh, what games we shall have,
what games! I shall be Seigfried—did
you ever hear of him?—and you will
be the Enchanted Bird, high in the
tree-tops. How splendid that you can
climb.’” She measured the sturdy tree-

trunks with wistful eyes that present-
ly fell happily on the adventurer be-
side her, and she said dreamily: ‘‘It
seems to me that something is gone
that I had a minute ago, and I don’t
mind being lame a bit now: for you
shall do all the valorous feats while
I lie and think about them and plan
more. I’ll think them and you'll be
them.”’

What an exaltation for Friday’s
child !

“Well, I believe I see Nana!’’ said
Anne, an hour later, to Beatrice, when
they had all had tea on the lawn and
each finger bowl was full of wonder-
ful Japanese flowers that opened on
the water like magic; ‘‘and we have
had a most beautiful time, a most
beautiful time.”’

Friday’s child, weaving a flower
chain for the Princess, felt that no
one could have expressed it better.

The pretty lady, who saw a new
look on the dearest face in the world,
came and took Doris in her arms. ‘1
think I'll have to steal you,’’ she said;
‘‘you are a fairy; you have awaken-
ed my Princess and made her all over.
I wonder how you have done it
—could you tell met’’

“It’s a spell,”’ cried the Princess,
gayly. ‘‘Friday’s child is loving and
giving—loving and giving—loving
and giving,”’ and with the strange
directness of her kind, and a shrill
little laugh in the direction of the ani-
mated ‘‘Party’”’—‘“all the rest must
work for their living.”




THE WORD IN SEASON
BY JEAN BLEWETT

The scene is laid in New Scotland, one
of Middlesex County’s thriving vil-
lages. Margaret Lawlor has come
over to the manse to drink a cup of
tea with her close friend, Lizbeth
Gordon, but lately married to the
minister. Lizbeth speaks without
an accent, but Margaret, though
she has been for many years the
wife of the school-master, still clings
to her bonnie Scotch burr. The two
have been discussing the new
woman.

Margaret Lawlor. [With convie-
tion.] Weel, I've my own opeenion
0’ sic goings-on. Stand up for her if
ye like, but you know and I know that
modesty in a woman is a grand thing
—a guid thing.

Lizbeth. One can get too much of
a good thing. It’s all very well to
keep in the background—up to a cer-
tain point.

Margaret. [Surprised.] Is it yer-
sel’ that’s only twa months marrit tae
the best meenister New Scotland has
had in mony a day, is it yersel I hear
speaking lightly o’ modesty in woman !
Ye ken what the good book says aboot
it, and ye ken, too, that if ye had not
been the modest girl ye were ye’d
never hae mated wi’ sae fine a mon as
John Gordon. Deed so. A pairfect
mon.

Lizbeth. [Supping her tea.] The
minister is all right, but let me tell
you he had one fault which made me
think twice about marrying him..

Margaret. Ye will hae your joke,
Lizbeth, though how ye hae the heart
to joke aboot sic a mon ;

Lizbeth. [Gravely.] It is no joke,
Margaret, it’s the sober truth.”’
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Margaret. [In agitated tones.] Ye
dinna mean it, and us folk lookin’ up
tae him as a pattern in a’ things! I
canna get o’er it Lizbeth. Surely it
was not a fault serious enough tae
come between ye.

Lizbeth.  [Passing the scones. |
Judge for yourself when I give you
my word it kept us apart for twa
years and more—in faect, if he hadn’t
overcome it I expect nothing else but
I’d have gone to my grave a spinster.
Let me give you some fresh tea, Mar-
garet.

Margaret. [With growing excite-
ment.] Na, na, I'll hae nae mair
tea; I'm shaking so I've spilt the
maist o’ the last cup on my best frock.
Juist tae think that a’ the whiles we
were listening tae his graun sairmons,
and haudin’ him oop wi’ our prayers,
he was breakin’ yer hairt wi’ his short-
comings! Losh me, the deceit 0’ him !
My mither told me often never tae pit
faith in a mon, but I didna dream
she meant a meenister. I’ll trust nane
of them from this time forth, not even
my ain mon. If the meenister canna
keep straight it behooves me to have
an eye on the schoolmaster—ay, and
I'll do it! Poor lassie, ye had yer ain
time and half the weemen of New
Scotland envying ye. I could greet
aboot the meenister I was that fond
0’ him, that proud o’ him. Harken,
Lizbeth (her tones growing suddenly
tender), it may be that he repented
him often-whiles. I’ve nae doot the
fault hurt him muckle mair than it
hurt ye.

Lizbeth. [With spirit.] It is to be
hoped so. I’ve taken a great deal of
satisfaction out of the knowledge that

>
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it spoiled his rest of nights, it did.

Margaret. 1’d think mair of ye if
ye spoke kinder of him and his fault
—hope so indeed! Let me tell ye this,
Lizbeth Gordon, had I stood in your
shoes I'd hae marrit him otf-hand,
fault or no fault, so there.

Lizbeth. [Shaking her head sadly.|
I couldn’t marry him till he got the
better of it. Ah, Margaret, the worry
I had. I didn’t know what to do. I
was almost distracted. Frends of the
family were asking me when the wed-
ding was like to be, and I couldn’t tell
them because this unhappy weakness
of the minister’s came between us to
such an extent that I couldn’t say for
sure whether I'd every marry him or
not.

Margaret. [Walking up and down
the room.] No, I’ll not hae a bite of
wedding cake, it wad choke me. Liz-
beth, it must hae been an unco dread-
ful fault tae keep ye from naming the
day seeing ye had an eye on him a’
this while. Would ye mind tellin’ me
the nature o’ it? I’ll never breathe
it to a living soul—indeed so! Go on,
Lizbeth—wait, I'll juist latch the
door for fear that hussy in the kitchen
should take it into her head tae listen.
We’'ll keep it dark, Lizbeth, for his
sake as well as yer ain, we’ll not let
it out. Ye say ye wouldn’t hae mar-
rit him if he hadna got the better o’
this—this weakness o’ his?

Lizbeth. [Putting her handker-
chief to her eyes.] I couldn’t have
married him.

Margaret. [Drawing a chair very
close to Lizbeth and leaning forward.]
Weel, weel, as I said a while back, it
must hae been bad, but he gat over it?

Lizbeth. [Solemnly.] Yes, but he
wouldn’t have without my help. I'll
tell you everything. Never mind the
door, there’s nobody about. You're
sure you wont have a scone, Maggie !

Margaret. Gae on wi’ your story—
out wi’ it. I'm fair consumed wi’
curiosity. Name this fault o’ the
meenister ’s—name it.

Lizbeth. [Laughing.] Bashfulness'
You needn’t stare. Bashfulness in a
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man has brought on many a lass the
calamity of a single life. John
thought the world of me and—well,
you know how it was with me, Maggie.
But he couldn’t propose, and he
wouldn’t propose. He’d talk blithe
enough when there were others about,
but if left alone with me he blushed
like a schoolboy, acted as if he'd
rather be anywhere else in the world,
giggled at nothing, or else kept dead
silence. I've seen him from across the
hearth look me over as if I were a
perfect stranger rather than the girl
he was supposed to be sweethearting
with. Instead of seizing on such times
as we would be by our lone to pay a
compliment, or say some of the nice
foolish things one might expect—or at
least hope for—he’d discuss Assyrian
art, the ruins of ancient Babylon, or
some such no account thing, for all the
world as if entertaining one of the
elders of his kirk. It was enough to
vex a saint—and I’m no saint, Maggie.
I stood it as long as I could and then
I set out to cure him, and——

Margaret. [Angrily.] Think shame
to yersel’, Lizbeth Gordon, wi’ yer
haverin’ aboot faults, and weaknesses,
and being kept apart. Bashfulness,
indeed !

Lizbeth. It kept us apart all right.
And listen to me, Maggie: The min-
ister would still be simpering and
blushing if I hadn’t taken matters in
my own hands. I'll tell you what I
said to him.

Margaret. [Wiping her eyes and
smiling.] It gave me an awfu’ shock,
Lizbeth. For very little I'd not listen
to anither word. Yer an aggravating
mortal, but ye do bake the best scones
o’ any woman I know. Yes, ye can fill
my cup now. Go on wi’ the story,
Lizbeth. What said ye tae the meen.
ister?

Lizbeth. Tt was this way : One even-
ing along in the autumn he comes in,
as usual ; has plenty to say to everyone
—as usual. With one exeuse and
another I get father, mother, sister
Jean, and brother Danny out of the
room. As soon as he finds himself



184 THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

alone with me, he grabs up his hat,
begins twirling it round and round,
and making as if he ought to go. So,
says I, as innocent as you please:
““ Ah, Mr. Gordon, it’ll soon be Christ-
mas, and you’ll be getting another
lot of slippers with roses on, and
knitted sox, and mittens.”” ‘‘I—I—
yes, I suppose so,’”’ says he, twirling
the hat faster. ‘‘You must have a
heap of such things already,’”’ I goes
on, taking up a bit of embroidery
and threading my needle. ‘‘More
than I can ever wear out,”’ says he,
half in sorrow and in anger, ‘‘the
manse is full of them.”’

“I’'d put a stop to it,”’ says I.
‘““How could I without being rude?’’
he demands. ‘“You could get mar-
ried,”” says I, and he nearly jumps
off his chair; ‘‘women don’t send
many socks and slippers to a man
with a wife of his own.”’

With that he twirled his hat at an
awful rate, started to say something,
thought better of it, hemmed and
hawed and got scarlet in the face.
“I don’t think I’ll—that is,”” he
stammered, ‘‘marrying is—I'm think-
ing the girl that cares for me—that
is, I'm afraid the girl I want isn’t
wanting me.”’

With that he twirled his hat till
it was dizzy.

“I’d find out,”” says I. ‘‘How
would you go about it?’’ says he, kind
of grim like. ‘“Why,”” says I, keep-
ing my eyes on my embroidery, ‘‘I'd
say, Mary, Martha, Ann, whatever her
name might be, I’'m wanting you for a
wife, will you take me? and before
she’d get a chance to refuse I’d put
a kiss on her forehead, and’’—that
was as far as I got, Maggie. But it
wasn’t on the forehead he kissed me.
““Ask my pardon, minister,”” says I,

not letting on how happy 1 was.
‘“What for?’’ cries he, bold as brass.
““Oh, the kiss should have come last,
eh? Well, name the day, Lizbeth,
and 1’ll do my part all over again.”
‘“John,”’ says I, ‘“my house linen’s
ready, and I've my sewing pretty well
done up, we might be married in a
year or two, I suppose.”” ‘‘Year or
two be hanged,’’ says he, just like
that, for all the world as if he was
just a man instead of a minister,
‘““we’ll get the invitations out next
week in time to stop the influx of
slippers and ties, and all the rest of
it.”’ ‘“But it’s so sudden I—"
“I’ll be put off no longer, mind
that,”” he interrupts. ‘‘I’ve lived
without you as long as I intend to,
Lizbeth, so make up your mind to
that!’’ ‘‘Oh, if your heart is set on
it, have your own way,”” I agrees.
‘“Ah, Lizbeth,”’ exclaims he, ‘‘if I
hadn’t been the bold man I’d never
have captured you!’’

Margaret. [Delightedly.]  Losh
me, I never knew ye were sae clever.

Lizbeth. [Laughing.] You under-
stand now what I meant when I said
there was such a thing as too much
modesty. Nobody guesses it, but the
manse would still be without a mis-
tress, and the minister without a wife
if T hadn’t given him encouragement,
good encouragement—the word in sea-
son.

Margaret. Ay, as the guid book
says, there’s a time to speak, and a
time to keep silent—even so.

Lizbeth. I'm glad you approve. I
was fearing you’d find my conduct a
little underhand.

Margaret. [Piously.] It’sthe heaven-
given priveelege o’ every daugh-
ter o’ Eve tae get the better 0o’ a mon
—especially her ain mon, Lizbeth.

-
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IN THE SHADOW OF ETNA
BY ESTELLE M. KERR
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]T was early in the morning, very
early, for to rise late in Sicily is to
miss the best part of the day; but
the yellow sunlight, spreading behind
the purple hills of Calabria, across
the Tonian sea, had called me to my
balcony, and the beauty of the scene
held me there while I watched the
light slowly cross the sky and sea.
The apricot tree beside my window
stirred in the faint breeze of dawn,
and the roses in the terraced garden
below wakened to new splendour in
the sunlight. Far below me on the
seashore I could hear the fishermen
calling to one another, and the thought
of the clear cold water tempted me to
80 swimming; but it was a long way
off and a weary road to return up the
steep, winding path.
Lazy? Yes, in Sicily it is alwavs
0. Sometimes an energetic tourist
9-18

will, for a week or two, zealously
climb mountains and visit points of
interest ; an artist will paint early and
late; and an antiquarian will search
for relics, but soon the dolce far niente
of the Sicilian takes hold of him, and
he is content to sit still and dream.
He wanders about; even in his sleep
he talks piecemeal, as if the concen-
tration of a whole night were too
great an effort—and on moonlight
nights in Sicily, who would wish to
sleep ?

I dressed leisurely and eauntered
into the fragrant orange grove. Here
I met Vincenzino, son of the gardener,
Vincenzo, who spent his days going
between the house and the fountain
with his amphora on his shoulder—
an alert little figure, wearing his com-
monplace, cast off clothing with the
picturesque touch characteristic of his
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race. He gesticulated most excitedly.

“Has the signorina seen la mon-
tagna this morning ? Etna is in erup-
tion!”’

T hurried to the gateway from
where, above the high walls of a
neighbouring garden, I could see the
snow-capped peak of Etna waving a
turbulent plume of black. Tast night
the vapour which floated above the
crater was delicate as a pink-tipped
ostrich feather, but now there were
disturbances within the mountain:
their importance who could tell?
Since the first account of an eruption
of Etna by Pindar, in 467, B. C.,
there have been over eighty eruptions,
and though it is possible that hun-
dreds of years may elapse before an-
other disaster takes place, it is equal-
ly possible that suddenly without
warning many towns and villages may
be destroyed as competely as Messina,
more than a year ago.

“Well, isn’t that the limit!” said
an American youth who had come out
to see ‘‘what the row was all about;”’
by this time all the servants had col-
lected to discuss the portent. ‘‘Just
as our plans were all made to make
the ascent of Etna. Mother will
never let me go now! if they would
only have an eruption worth while T
shouldn’t mind, but this.is sure to be
a little two-for-a-cent one.”’

“What would you consider worth
while 2 One like the eruption of 1693,
when forty towns were destroyed, or
would a. rcpetition of the disaster of
1892 satisfy you?’’

‘Oh, so long as there is something
doing; but come, let’s get Gaetano
to hasten with that questionable goat-
milk coffee of his and go up to the
theatre where we can get a good view
of the voleano.”

Of course, Gaetano didn’t hurry,

but what did it matter, there in the -

garden, with the sunlight falling
through the orange and lemon boughs,
and the ripe loquats dropping at our
feet. A lizard scurried across the path
and up the stone wall ; my companion
whistled gently, and he stood still,
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faseinated, till the music had ceased.

“A real lover of musie, like all
Sicilians,”” said the boy.

“But not as discriminating as most.
How can you desecrate this garden
by whistling a rag-time coon song ?"’

“Tt was a bit inappropriate, I'll ad-
mit, but T can’t always sing Addio
bella Napoli; the lizards would get
bored to death, and that is the only
Italian song T know.’’

At length Gaetano arrived with his
coffee and rolls, his lustrous, dark eyes
and his dazzling smile. When a young
Greek god designs to serve your morn-
ing coffee in an enchanted garden, who
would question its strength and clar-
ity ?

“Now for Etna!’ cried the boy,
leaping up with an alacrity that show-
ed him to be a new arrival.

The creamy roadway stretched be-
fore us, imches deep in dust, the
creamy stone walls rose on either
hand, high towards the mountains and
low towards the sea. FEven the
cypress trees and plants were covered
with  this all-whitening  powder,
amongst which the new-blown roses
and geraniums gleamed vividly pink
and red. :

An ancient milkman approached us,
driving his goats, white, black and
spotted, back to pasture. He, too,
was unusually excited and kept look-
ing over his shoulder to assure him-
self that the ominous smoke above
FEtna grew no denser. . We had paus-
ed for a few moments beside the par-
apet and were looking down at the
lava-strewn promontory below where
the ancient Greek city of Naxos once
stood. The goatherd paused, too, and
his eyes followed ours.

““Il vecchio questo hafatto,”’—(The
Old one up there did that), he said,
nodding; and, shrugging his should-
ers, he passed on.

To the superstitious Sicilian, Etna
is still a supernatural being who holds
his life and happiness in her keeping.
La montagna is at once his mother,
his oracle and his avenger. His first
glance in the morning is to her, his
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last look at night. He will under-
take no journey without first consult-
ing her, and one of the Sicilian poets
has said: *‘ , . the very lemon
boughs of Mascali, the orange branch-
es of Aci, the roses and lilies upon
the breasts of Catania rejoice when
Etna is serene, shrink and darken
when the great mother frowns.”’

The old goatherd reminded us of
the description Ovid gives of Etna,
where the imprisoned Titan ‘“‘vomits
flame from his raging mouth, struggl-
ing to throw off the earth, and to roll
away cities.”’

Sicily is not of to-day. The people
who live there seem to belong to a
bygone age, the buildings in which
they dwell, to an age even more re-
mote, and the labourer who digs deep-
ly in his garden or excavates the
ground for building is sure to discover
coins of long ago, broken jars of an-
tique design, and even portions of
beautiful mosaic pavement that decor-
ated the floor of some palace in the
mysterious past.

The ignorance of the people—four-
fifths of whom do not know one letter
of the alphabet from another—their
poverty and their isolation, all con-
spire to stem the tide of progress and
hopelessly confuse the past with the
present, the pagan with the Christian,
At the little town of Giardini, which
lay below us, the patron saint is
Santa Venere (Saint Venus) and
Greek names and types are common
throughout this region, as well as the
Arabic¢’ and Norman.

We entered the town of Taormina
by the Gate of Messina, before which
were donkey-carts laden with wares
and peasants making small purchases
of gaily-coloured calico. Within the
gate, to the right, a stream of people
ascended and descended from the
fountain, carrying their water-jars,
while in the main Corsa a goatherd
drove his flock from house to house,
and the people brought their cups and
jugs for milk.

““At least there is no danger of
getting diluted milk by that method.”

“I'm not so sure about that,’’ re-
plied my companion. ‘‘Trust the Sie-
ilians for being up to all the dodges.
One man used to carry a bottle of
water in his vest pocket with a rub-
ber tube, which ran under his sleeve,
and a bulb in his hand, so that he
could squirt the water simultaneously
with the milk.”

Tt was now seven o’clock, the busi-
est hour of the day, and as we walked
up the narrow Corso the street-clean-
ers were at their morning task, sprink-
ling the road, and raising up a quan-
tity of dust. Curio shops on every
hand displaved antiquities, and mer-
chants of all sorts swarmed through
the streets erving their wares. Some
had strings of onion and garlic across
their shoulders, others had vegetables
in the saddle-bags of their mules and
carried weighing scales. While fish-
ermen with large baskets peddled
their night’s catch.

Bargaining was at times conducted
from an upper window and, when con-
cluded, the housewife lowered a basket
containing the price agreed upon. As
soon as the merchant had replaced it
with his goods, she hauled it up again.
All purchases were characterised by
loud voicing and much gesticulation
before a satisfactory bargain was
made.

We turned up a side street lead-
ing to the ruins which mark the site
of a Grecian theatre remodelled by
the Romans. From this eminence
the most wonderful view in Ttaly—
some say in all the world—is to be
seen. To the east one looks towards
the Straits of Messina, where the
Callalrian hills lie far across the sea;
to the north Monte Venere towers
above the town:; and south, and the
ground descends precipitously to the
sea, 700 feet below, which stretches,
boundless towards the African coast.
But all eyes turn westward, where,
beyond ecrescent-shaped bays, Etna
rises majestically from the sea.

In the morning the place is almost
deserted, but in the afternoon gather
tourists who chatter in all the
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languages of the tower of Babel, to
the accompaniment of the setting sun.
Only the evening of the day before,
I had been there and had seen the
usual sights; the guide who conducts
a party of tourists avcit, exviaining
orchestra, the dressing-rooms; the
artist who from some coign of van-
tage endeavours to reproduce on can-
vas the wonderful colours of the scene ;
the party of young people who scat-
ter to the topmost seats of the vast
semi-circle, while one of their number
remains on the ancient stage to test
the acoustic properties of the theatre.

“Ladies and gentlemen.’”” he be-
gins. His friends applaud, but see-
ing he has attracted the attention of
tourists from all quarters of the globe,
and is speaking in an auditorium cap-
able of seating 40,000 people, he be-
comes embarrassed and can think of
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nothing more to say at the moment,

These were the sights T had been ac-
customed to see in this wonderful ruin
of bygone ages. Often I had sat aloof
from the rest, and peopled it with
other types of men and women:
Greeks in their graceful draperies:
Roman warriors; or even, I thought,
if the tourist element could but van-
ish; and the dark-eyed peasants fre-
quent the scene, even though their
picturesque customes are largely sup-
planted by the European, still they
would not strike the jarring note as
do the people from the west and
north.

I was thinking of this as we mount-
ed the roadway to the theatre. The
custodian at the gate nodded to us,
and we ascended the pathway lead-
ing to the upper tiers of seats. Enter-
ing through a crumbling archway, we
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paused, transfixed. Had my wish been
realised, or was I dreaming? I rub-
bed my eyes; the vision did not van-
ish. Seated on a broken column was
an ancient man dressed in a goat-
herd’s costume of faded blue, playing
on a pipe, while groups of gaily-dress-
ed girls with kerchiefed heads and red-
laced bodices sauntered up and down,
carrying water-jars. There were
men, too, and even little children in
the glory of their native costumes.
But why—where ? T was amazed at
their sudden transformation !

A strident voice from below offered
the explanation, calling to the con-
fused peasants in imperative Sicilian,
while another interrupted in expostu-
lating Grerman, telling the people to
go this way and that, and the mean-
ing of it all was—a cinematograph.

A group of German photographers
accompanied by an interpreter, who
bad aranged the dramatis personale
and the costumes—for a price. The
fact robbed the scene of its poetry,
but could not entirely destroy its
beauty, and we were thankful that
even for purposes commercial the place
could for a short time be peopled with
types to which it truly belonged.

But another treat was in store for
us, for the cinematographers informed
us that they were on their way to the
old San Domenico convent, where we
could see the tarantella danced in the
terraced garden that looks toward
Etna. :

Needless to say, we followed them
as gladly as children in the wake of a
Punch and Judy show, for the San
Domenico is always a thing of beauty,
even since it has been converted into a
hotel.

Down the Corso we went, where
stone walls once more shut out the
view, where stood Roman arches alt-
ered and ornamented to suit the Sar-
acen’s taste, and churches that had
successively been used for the wor-
ship of pagan gods, Mahommed and
Christ. Here a shoemaker’s shop el-
bows a palace in which, they say, lives
a youthful baroness. Tast year as a

young girl in short frocks, she ap-
parently enjoyed life, but now that
she is a woman, it is unseemly that
gshe should go out, lest some one
should become enamoured of her fair
face or high-born name and try to
abduct her. And so she must stay
always in the house or in her garden
that overhangs the sea, until they
find a husband for her—poor little
baroness !

We passed a school of needle-work
presided over by the nuns, where
small children, seated in a ring on
diminutive chairs, strained their
young eyes over the intricacies of
Sicilian drawn-work; and on till the
Corso opened into a square, flanked on
two sides by churches and on a third
by a stone balustrade, from which the
ground descended into the sea below.
On the fourth side was a pink stucco
tower gate and a white-washed café,
before which at a small iron table, a
handsome young Dane was seated,
drinking a glass of beer. A couple of
Frenchmen at another table smoked
cigarettes and sipped their apéritif
while they watched the passersby;
and at a third, two Americans and a
German gossiped over their caffé
granito. We knew that the Dane was
an artist and the German a baron,
also we knew whether he was likely
to marry a pretty American girl that
passed us, who was spending the sea-
son with her aunt at a villa above the
town, and just what chance Don Tito,
the young Sicilian, had of winning her.
In fact we probably knew more about
it than the young lady herself, for in
Taormina everybody minds everyone
else’s business.

Our cinematographers and their in-
terpreter stopped at the café and ord-
ered drinks, while we strolled to the
terrace, as if we had come there for
no other purpose than to admire the
view. Others had collected there to
look at Etna. The smoke above the
crater was not so dense now.

Yes, it was true that there had been
an earthquake, we were told, it had
alarmed the people of Catania, but no

i .-!.‘
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damage was reported so far. A new
crater had appeared in the mountain,
and lava had been thrown a hundred
feet, but the eruption was plainly sub-
siding. An Englishman and his
daughters had ascended Mount Etna
the day before, and remained at the
Osservatorio for the night in order to
see the sunrise. One of their mules
had returned, but the party were con-
sidered quite safe though they must
have been badly*frightened.

“I wish T had been with them!”
said my young friend.

““The foreigners have no fear,”’ said
our informant, a bright-eyed boy. It
is we Siciliani who fear La Montagna,
because we knew it. Grazie!’’ he said
as the youth put a silver piece in his
hand.

‘“Ah, the Signorio is Americano, he
is molto generoso!

I thought he was German, but a
solde never passes through the hands
of a German until it has been well pol-
ished

A commotion before the café warn-
ed  us that our cinematographers were
departing, so we two unostentatiouely
took our way down the Corso till we
reached the Fontana del Duomo,
where women and children were fill-
ing their water-jars.

One little girl had her apron to her
eves, while at her feet lay the broken
fragments of an amphora. We dried
her tears with a few pennies and
turned down a lane leading to the
convent.

A doorway in the substantial stone
wall admitted us to a paved courtyard
surrounded by beautiful cloisters.
Across the courtyard and through a
hallway, then down a flight of steps
and we were in the fragrant gardens,
where roses of every kind and hue
grew on bushes, trees and hedges,
forming one blazing mass of colour,
or twined overhead in arches beneath
which we walked to the gravelled ter-
race, where we seated ourselves by the
balustrade overlooking Etna and the
sea.

The photographers were here before
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us and had set up their instruments,
while the peasants whom we had seen
in the Leatro Greco now took up their
positions to dance the tarantella.

In Sicily one rarely sees the tar-
antella danced by women. It is us-
ually performed by boys, whose move-
ments are certainly more lithe and
graceful than those of the women;
but their gailv-coloured costumes add-
ed greatly to the beauty of the scene
as they danced there in the sunlight
checkered by the shadows from the
orange-trees and palms, kicking up
white dust from the gravel, with their
bare or sandalled feet. The balus-
trade with its pots of flowers formed
the background, and far in the dis-
tance the snow-capped summit of
Etna gave the final touch of beauty
to the whole.

Amongst the dancers were two child-
ren, a girl and a boy not more than
eight years old, who seemed to have
the joy of the dance in their heels.
The little chap was known to me, for
he danced often at the café and in the
hotels, in his faded velveteen jacket
and red stockings, while his elder
brother played the mandolin.

The woman T had never seen before,
for in Sicily it is a woman’s position
to remain at home, and husbands of
the middle class will frequently turn
the key on their wives when they
leave the house in the morning.

The dancers grew tired, the in-
terpreter cross, and at last the photo-
graphers said they were satisfied. T
didn’t know how many pictures they
had taken that morning, their little
machine revolved so quickly!

It was now noon, and the air was
very hot and still. Reluctantly we
left the shady garden and retraced our
steps through the town. The doors of
the houses were closed, and the shop-
keepers were putting up their heavy
wooden  shutters. Now the business
of the day would cease until four
o’clock, for after luncheon comes the
long siesta. Below the Messina gate
the donkeys were tied in the shade;
the very goats had ceased to crop the
sparse, dry grass; and the goatherds
hugged the meagre shade of the al-
mond-trees.

In the garden of our villa, Vincen-
zino lay asleep beneath a fig tree, his
amphora beside him. Evén FEtna
seemed drowsy, for the smoke hung
listless about her summit.

Inside the stone house, the air was
deliciously cool, and Gaetano of the
dazzling smile, served us a luncheon
fit for the Greek god he resembled,
beginning, of course, with macaroni,
and after lunch I slept.

I dreamed I was living centuries be-
fore Christ and was present at a won-
derful spectacle in the Teatro Greco.
Gaetano, the beautiful young king was
seated on a throne upon the stage.
He rose to speak, but as he lifted up
his voice the earth shook and Etna
sent forth flame and smoke. T tried
to run, but awoke to hear a loud
knocking at my door and Gaetano’s
voice saying:

‘“Fxcuse me, signorina, but it is
four o’clock and they are waiting for
you to make up a set of tennis.”’

And so T came from the past back
to the present.

—
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RECIFROCITY : WHY THE UNITED
STATES "WANTFS I'T
BY THE RIGHT HONOURABLE GEORGE E. FOSTER

WHAT does the United States

want, and what is it looking
for in this new movement for reci-
procity with Canada?

1. It wants to mitigate the high
cost of living by getting supplies of
food from Canada at cheaper prices
than at present. But it is obvious
that the only way it can secure this
is by diminishing or removing the
customs charge which meets Canadian
food products at the border. All it
has to do is by its own action to take
off the six cents a pound from butter,
the four cents from cheese, the
twenty-five per cent. from flour, the
forty-five per cent. from vegetables,
the duty from meats, and so on
throughout the whole food list, and
the cost will be as far reduced as is
possible. No reciprocity treaty can
compel the Canadian producer or the
Canadian carrier to produce or to
carry products for United States con-
sumers at less than they are now
doing, or may from time to time find
it profitable to do. A reciprocity
treaty is therefore not necessary in
order to reduce to a minimum the
cost of Canadian foodstuffs to the
United States consumer. But it
would be very. useful to the Republi-
can party to be able to say to its
electors, when forced to reduce duties
on Canadian foodstuffs: ‘‘See what
we have got as an offset from Can-
ada; we have made them pay roundly
for our doing our duty to you; we are
clever.”” Can anyone anywhere give
any good reason why we should bleed
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to help the Republican party do jus-
tice to its own people, in getting
cheaper foods for them?

2. It wants to get cheap raw ma-
terials from Canada’s virgin stores
for the use of its manufacturing in-
dustries, which will work it up in
United States centres, with United
States paid workmen, all the profits
and accessory benefits of which will
inure to the United States.

That is a laudable object—for the
United States. But they can get
Canadian raw materials as cheaply as
possible, and so effect this purpose,
by removing all customs dues which
face these exports on their national
boundary. Let them take their duties
off wood-pulp, and lumber of all
kinds, off coal, and wheat, and they
have at once eliminated the only item
of cost that a reciprocity treaty could
effect.  For no reciprocity treaty
could compel Canadians to produce
or carry these commodities at cheaper
prices than they do now or may at
any time consider reasonable,

Clearly then the United States does
not need a treaty in order to effect
this object. But the Republican
party, if it could induce Canada to
pay it for making these concessions
to its manufacturing interests, could
say: ‘“See how clever we are—we
grant you what you are entitled to
and what greatly benefits you, and
we have induced the Canucks to foot
the bill.”’

3. It wants to get a market for its
products in Canada. What products?
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Natural and manufactured, but main-
ly and especially the latter.  /The
New England States are to-day the
stronghold of the reciprocity move-
ment in the United States. New Eng-
land is the great manufacturing sec-
tion—it is the smallest producer and
largest consumer of food and raw
products. That section is not seeking
a market in which to sell meats, fish,
flour, butter, cheese or any food pro-
ducts or any raw material such as
woods, coals, ores, wools or cottons.
It is a large buyer of all these. So
that in so far as reciprocity would
result in opening the Canadian mar-
ket to natural products, the New Eng-
land States have no interest in it.

Nor does the rest of the country
have much interest in it. They have
no surplus products of the fisheries,
of metallic or mineral ores, to send
north, and their northern forests are
becoming depleted ; they will not long
suffice for the wants of their immense
and  rapidly-increasing population,
which will more and more have to
apply to Canada. As to agricultural
and animal products, the claims of
home consumption are rapidly ap-
proaching the capacity for home pro-
duction, and it will not be long before
they will have to be met by importa-
tion. Local interchange there will be
at certain points, but in comparatively
small proportions, and even that will
tend to diminish. Coal alone might
form an article of considerable ex-
port, but confined to localities and
subject to the strong competition of
Canadian black and white coal. No
sane man will predict any large over-
flow of natural products from the
United States northward.

But for manufactured products the
opposite is true. In these, East and
West, North and South are all inter-

ested, and the first three sections -

greatly interested.

The East, which was the mother-
nest of manufacturing industries, is
still easily first. But out of that nest
sturdy fledglings have flown north,
west and south. To-day the West has

an enormous industrial development
and capacity ; it is supplying its great
western population and has the ad-
vantage of propinquity as against the
East. The South, too, with its more
favourable climatic and labour condi-
tions, is rapidly developing its capa-
city for industrial production and
reaching out' in strong competition
with both East and West.

Under these circumstances the East
is looking to the great northern coun-
try beyond the line, is most anxious
for entrance thereto, and, if you lis-
ten to its voice as expressed on the
platform and in the newspaper, con-
siders it vital to her continued indus-
trial prosperity that she should find
compensating markets therein. Sim-
ilarly and in only lesser degree west-
ern industry craves the opportunity
to supply with its products the large
demands of the rapidly-filling Prov-
inces of our West to in part compen-
sate it for growing competition from
the South. For the present, with its
7,000,000 people, that market is desir-
able, but when it comprises twenty,
fifty or one hundred millions, how
much more desirable; and the busi-
ness instinct and business sagacity of
the United States see clearly the vi-
sion of the future. Therefore it is
evident that the reciprocity wanted
by the United States in order to meet
its necessities is not reciprocity in
natural preducts, but in manufactur-
ed products. Cheaper foods and raw
materials it can get by its own tariff
action, though, of course, the political
necessities of the Republican party
would be mightily ministered to if
only Canada could be induced to pay
the piper for this tune.

4. The United States wants, if pos-
sible, to prevent British inter-Imper-
ial trade union. This also is econom-
ically laudable on the part of the
United States. Every country has a
right to wage commercial warfare
offensively and defensively; in fact,
the country which does not do so is
not doing its duty. It must look
ahead, take note of what its rivals
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are doing, lay its plans to circumvent
them, if possible, and at all hazards
maintain its own position intact.
England to-day is the great free mar-
ket for the United States surplus; the
British Colonies are the great coming
competitors therein. The prospect of
a mutual preference between all por-
tions of the Empire with correspond-
ing customs duties on all foreign pro-
ducts, spells trouble for United States
trade expansion and supremacy. Un-
der such conditions the exports of
United States manufactures to the
British dominions would gradually
be ousted by inter-Imperial exports,
whilst at the same time their imports
would be brought under increased
competition.

The aggregated Anglo-Saxon Em-
pire, as it filled up and expanded,
would surpass all countries and be
commercially supreme. To forestall
such a movement and prevent such a
consummation, the United States
would give its eye-teeth, and rightly
so, from its standpoint. Does not
political supremacy, other things be-
ing equal, follow commercial suprem-
acy? And so the national impulse
is added to the trade impulse, and
both tend to stimulate and strengthen
the desire.

5. The United States wants to
establish itself in the national hege-
mony of this continent. For this we
cannot find fault with it. Ambition
in a nation is as praiseworthy as in
the individual, and provided it is
honourable in its aim and methods it
is to be commended. In former days
this passion of the United States was
more in evidence and more openly
militant; to-day it is cloaked and
guarded, but it is none the less exist-
ent. In the times of our childhood
no concealment was made either of
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the thought or of the conviction that
it would ultimately be realised. It
was in the lap of destiny.

How threateningly this menace hung
over the early years of our Provinces
older men and younger readers of our
history well know; how much it had
to do with shaping our policy of
union and consolidation we all know.
It ran in scarlet threads through the
history of our trade and fisheries and
boundary controversies. In the Sen-
ate and Congress of the United States
it blazed out ever and anon. As late
as 1888 so important a statesman as
Senator Sherman declared: ‘‘Our
whole history since the conquest of
Canada by Great Britain in 1763 has
been a continuous warning that we
cannot be at peace with each other
except by political as well as com-
mercial union.”’

To the efforts of continental and
commercial unionists, and unrestrict-
ed reciprocity advocates who joined
hands from Washington to Ottawa
from 1880 to 1891, it formed the back-
ground and chief motive, so far as
the United States half of the combina-
tion was concerned. And now one
has but to read the utterances of the
reciprocity pushers in the United
States to see, between the lines in bold
type, the same substance and the same
desire, though now subordinated to
and concealed in the idea of com-
mercial intercourse. In that there is
wisdom, but it is the wisdom of the
nation which seeks by sequence and
under cover of peace what an abrupt
and open avowal would defeat.

These, then, are the wants of the
United States in regard to reciprocity.
Are they Canada’s wants? Do they
fit in with our ideals, national or
commercial? Are they consonant
with British and Imperial aspirations?
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€0 little town of Bethlehem,

How still we see thee lie;

Above thy deep and dreamless sleep
The silent stars go by.

Yet in thy dark streets shineth
The everlasting Light;

The hopes and fears of all the years
Are met in thee to-night.

‘‘For Christ is born of Mary;
And gathered all above,
While mortals sleep, the angels keep
Their watch of wondering love.
O morning stars, together
Proclaim the holy birth,
And praises sing to God the King
. And peace to men on earth!
* * * »* *
‘O holy Child of Bethlehem,
Descend to us, we pray;
Cast out our sins and enter in;
Be born in us to-day.
We hear the heavenly angels
The great glad tidings tell:
O come to us, abide with us,
Our Lord Immanuel.’’
—Phillips Brooks.

¥

HE spirit of Christmas now
threatens to become the subject

of editorial and the lure of the adver-
tiser. Christmas is a festival which
belongs to the small person, and, if we
grown-ups are to enjoy it at all, it
must be by becoming as little children.
Childhood, in all its weakness and in-
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nocence, makes its appeal to the world
on that day, when we keep in remem-
brance the solemn mystery of the In-
carnation. To give gladness to the
children, food to the hungry, and help
to the afflicted, is what we try to do,
for at least one day of the year. Yet,
to most of us who have forgotten to
keep up the Peter Pan spirit, Christ-
mas is the hardest day of the year,
when we are glad to see the sunset and
in a hurry to go to bed, and ever so
glad to wake the next morning and
find that it is the twenty-sixth of De-
cember. Ghosts of many another
Christmas come between us and the
firelight, and, however determined the
cheerfulness, it becomes a weary and
artificial thing before the Christmas
candles burn low. In spite of all the
Christmas memories which make the
twenty-fifth of December a trying an-
niversary, its ancient significance has
not been lost, and, perhaps, the best
way to forget the personal loss and
pain which Christmas always stirs to
life, is to recall its original meaning
of hope and help for suffering hu-
manity.

A practical citizen is reported to
have said : ‘T am so thankful that my
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mother was not a woman. She was
only a human being.”” Of course, the
Bromides all looked up and demanded
an explanation of this piece of thanks-
giving. As a matter of fact, woman
is discussed to a wearisome degree in
these over-analytic days. 1 suppose
all this fuss about the sex of Eve be-
gan when woman entered the univer-
sities and demanded a degree. Man
had so long regarded her as a being
intended to minister to his culinary
comfort that her sudden interest in
logarithms and logic made it necessary
for him to re-adjust his spectacles and
wonder whether woman was more or
less than a helpmeet—after all. Then
Ibsen and a few other strenuous Eur-
opeans set forth the independent wo-
man in all her revolting glory, and the
interest in the vagaries of modern wo-
manhood mounted to enthusiasm.
Then we have the reversion in George
Bernard Shaw’s ‘‘Man and Super-
man’’ to the woman who is a slave to
the emotional, and is the deadly enemy
of masculine liberty, bent upon mak-
ing the man of her choice a respect-
able householder and a reliable tax-
payer. Mr. Shaw probably wrote the
play in a mischievous desire to stir the
suffrage-seekers to protest, and ver-
ily he had his reward. Such a discus-
sion as arose upon the publication of
this inflammatory drama we shall not
see again. Perhaps, in another half
century, woman will have found just
what she can do in the industrial
world and the realm of polities, and
the world will have settled down to a
peaceful contemplation of feminine
aldermen and daintily-gowned mem-
bers of Parliament.

In the meantime, we are surfeited
with the discussion of sex problems
and the distractions of divorce. The
Erratic Feminine and the Erotic Fem-
inine absorb the attention of the novel-
ists to an unprecedented degree, until
we long for a bright, breezy bit of
girlhood like Winsome Charteris or Di
Vernon. Then we go back to a well-
worn shelf and take down that book
which charmed two generations of

girls, just to renew our friendship
with Jo in ‘‘Little Women’’ and get
rid of the wearisome nerves of the
modern, introspective creature who
has temperament to burn and no com-
mon-sense whatever.

*

Speaking of Jo, that lovable, rollick-
ing tom-bhoy, reminds me of a griev-
ance. Has any woman ever forgiven
Miss Alcott for refusing to allow Jo to
marry Laurie? Most of us, who read
the book in our ’teens, could have wept
with vexation when the very nicest of
all the girls became the bride of that
tiresome, unromantic German profes-
sor with the ugly accent. We all
wanted Jo to marry the handsome,
quick-tempered boy.

There is almost as great a disap-
pointment in Mrs. MeClung’s ‘‘The
Second Chance.”” I may be alone in
the reluctance to see Arthur marry the
homely Martha (who was an excellent
cook), but I fancy that a good many
feminine readers will feel a similar
protest. The book is a delightful story
of prairie life, and Pearlie Watson is
as sparkling and wholesome a young
person as you would meet in a day’s
journey. But Martha is a hopelessly
unattractive young woman, who
wears her heart on her sleeve in an
absurdly seutimental fashion and apn-
pears cringingly grateful for such
crumbs of affection as the lordly
young Englishman finally bestows
upon her. I should have given the
bride best wishes if Thursa, pretty
and vivacious, had only been true to
her lover—but Martha is quite an-
other story. However, the very in-
terest aroused by this mésalliance is
the best proof of the vitality of the
story and of the author’s power to
make her characters actual acquaint-
ances. Pearlie is an exhilarating
breeze, but that useful and senti-
mental Martha is that most depres-
sing of all characters—an estimable
person. We are sorry for Arthur.
His dinners will be cooked to the
king’s taste, his eclothing will be
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mended with conscientious care, but
the poor man will be bored to death
and reflect with regret on the pretty
coquette who did not know her own
mind—or heart. Just as you are vex-
ing your soul about the woes of this
imaginary household, where dinners
- will be of the best and conversation
of the dullest, along comes a would-
be comforter who says in a monot-
onous voice :

““But none of them ever really
lived, you know.”’

And this remark shows such an
abysmal ignorance of your state of
mind that you remove yourself hast-
ily from the society of the person to
whom people in books ‘‘never really
lived.”’

*

Once in a while we wonder what
the next century will think about this.
Will the woman of 2010 A.D., sur-
veying some faded magazine illustra-
tions, wonder at the hobble skirt and
the soup-bowl hat, and speculate as
to those quaint old ecreatures who
lived in the reign of George V. Glid-
ing from star to star in the most
spangly of aeroplanes, they will pity
the poor inhabitants of the Twentieth
Century, who were obliged to spend
80 much of their time on Earth, and
who so seldom had an opportunity
of eating a sandwich in the skies.
They will mourn over our dull lives
and be exceedingly glad that they did
not live in the days of the flatitudin-
arians. One feature of our ‘“popular
literature’’ will surely arrest their
attention—the number of books de-
voted to the consideration of Happi-
ness and how it may be attained.
The list of modern works on worry,
on right thinking, on how to secure
peace of mind, is suggestively long
and formidable. We must be a ridi.
culously nervous generation, if one
may judge from the books which fill
the modern counter. Our forefath-
ers seem to have been too busy out-
doors to have considered seriously
what was wrong with their aura and
whether their minds were in tune

with the infinite. We must be a
rather unhappy ‘‘lot,”” when we are
obliged to ask ourselves so often
questions concerning our contentment
and whereby it may be attained.

The average summer resort usually
includes among the guests one or two
““freak philosophers,”’ who are anx-
lous to discuss the soul with every
stray comer from Poughkeepsie or
Peterborough, and who insist upon
explaining the principles of their
philosophy to those who are vainly
seeking quiet. A shrill-voiced *‘ex-
ponent’’ of this type, clad in a purple
and white gown, endeavoured to
make the Aungust afternoons hideous
last summer with her ‘‘little books”’
on various ‘‘ologies’’ and ‘‘isms.’’
It was delightful to hear her talking
the newest thought to the fat man
from Chicago, who afterwards in-
formed a select circle that ‘““she was
batty-sure’’; but when she swooped
on the women who were absorbed in
the intricate charms of Mexican
drawn-work, and tried to impress
upon them the ways of the ““over-
soul,”’ there was a general scattering
for an afternoon nap,

The purple-and-white person ap-
peared once more in the evening,
more rampantly philosophic than
ever, and demanded in uncertain
English that we should listen to more
of her theories regarding the uni-
verse and its destiny. It is singular
that these prophets and prophetesses
are nearly always shaky in ortho-
graphy and syntax, Possibly their
contempt for this world and their
intimate acquaintance with the next
render them indifferent to double
negatives and roving participles. The
seeress in question concluded her re-
marks with a wide flourish of be-rib.
boned sleeves, exclaiming: “‘T find the
infinite  within myself—but there
ain’t no proof of a personal God—
there ain’t no proof at all of such
a Being.”’

A sweet-faced little Southern wo-
man arose and went out on the wide
veranda, from which we could see the
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broad sweep of the moonlit St. Law-
rence, with the islands in dark
patches on the deep blue stream.
There may be more beautiful scenes
than the St. Lawrence on a starry
August night, but it is hard to be-
lieve in them.

““Isn’t she the silly thing?”’ said
the Southern woman, as she laid a
soft, wrinkled hand on my arm,
“‘why, all this just makes you think
of Longfellow’s ‘Bridge’ and all the
beautitul things you ever dream.’’

The little lady from the South, who
was white-haired and gentle-voiced,
talked away for an hour about the
old home in Virginia which had seen
so many changes, and of the strange
turns and trials of this exceedingly
perplexing existence. ‘‘But, you
know, my dear, that woman is right
foolish to say those things—just right
foolish. My old coloured Mammy
could have told her better. You don’t
suppose we were given all this beau-
tiful world just to mock us.”’

The purple-and-white seeress was
still holding forth when we returned
to the parlour, but the fat man from
Chicago had made good his escape to
the billiard-room, and the elevator
boy confided to us: ‘‘She talked ’em
all out. She’s the worst yet.”’

*

As civilisation advances, the bath
appears to gain in importance. We
hear more and more about perfumed
baths and mud baths and sun baths,
until the days of the old-fashioned
Saturday ‘‘tub’’ seem very long ago.
In the home of the modern million-
aire, the bath-room is made the last
word in lavatory luxury. Tiles and
silver faucets and sunken baths make
it a scene of more than cleanliness
and comfort. Yet, it is doubtful if
New York has yet attained the lux-
urious perfection of Rome or Pompeii
in the olden days.

We read of the ‘‘beauties’’ of clas-
sic times and of the varied devices
to which they resorted to set cruel
old Time at defiance. The bath was

the final resort for the restoration of
nerves and youthful looks, and we
have ancient recipes for pertumes and
balms, which were supposed to be-
stow new life and loveuness on the
fair bather. One of Rome’s most
dazzling belles would use only milk
in the bath, and her example is fol-
lowed to-day by the wonderful Sara
Bernhardt, who seems to have found
the secret of eternal youth and slen-
derness. Omne of the famous Krench
belles declared that strawberry juice
was the one preservative of the skin,
and would bathe her face in no other
liquid. We are all acquainted with
the invigorating effects of sea bath-
ing, and now we are informed of the
virtues of common salt. ‘‘Add a cup-
ful of salt to the bath every morn-
ing,”” says a Montreal authority,
‘““and the result will be found most
invigorating. = The combination of
equal parts of salt, seda and alum,
with the addition of aromatic spirits
of ammonia and a little oil of laven-
der, makes one of the best-known per-
fumed baths and is, in addition, espe-
cially cooling and restful.’’

This has a pleasant and reviving
sound which encourages the tired wo-
man to believe that the salt of the
earth is the true restorative agent.
The mud bath is not an attractive
prospect, although at certain Europ-
ean resorts it has won enormous fa-
vour. Then there are the mineral
baths which send your rheumatism
flying and make you lose ten heavy
vears of life. There is no question
about it, we are becoming indefatig-
able bathers in a variety of elements.

‘With all this bathing, however, it
is surprising how few Canadian wo-
men can swim. Perhaps the recent
introduction of swimming baths in
our Y. W. C. A. equipment will en-
courage our girls to acquire this art.
It is both healthy and graceful, to say
nothing of its possible service in the
saving of life. It is said to be rather
diffieult for women to learn to swim,
on account of their ‘‘timidity.’” The
latter quality rapidly disappears un-
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FROM THE CHARCOAL DRAWING BY Miss I. LOVERING

der competent instruction, and the
‘“‘swimming lady’’ becomes exceed-
ingly proud of her new accomplish-
ment.

This is hardly the season to advise
anything but in-door practice of the
art, but it may be that if it be fol-

lowed perseveringly during the win-
ter months that it will be found quite
as invigorating and beautifying as
the great baths of old, where Roman
society leaders lingered to hear the
latest bit of gossip and to retail the
last news from the ‘‘Provinces.’’

*

A number of women artists from
the British Isles have come out to
Canada recently and have thrown in
their lot with their fellow-artists in
this country. One of these is Miss
I. Lovering, who has taken a studio
in Toronto and who recently held an
exhibition of her work, which is most-
ly child portraiture. She has a happy
faculty of catching childish expres-
sion and character, using pastels and
crayons with much facility and pre-
cision, and she is also at home with
oils and water-colours. In Canada so
far there has not been much activity
between the photograph on the one
hand and the oil painting on the
other hand, so that Miss Lovering’s
work should stimulate a desire for
something more artistic than the pho-
tograph, especially in instances where
the oil painting would not be practic-
able.

JEAN GRAHAM.



TWO years ago it was predicted in

The Canadian Magazine that
Mr. Archie P. McKishnie would ad-
vance as a writer from the short story
to the novel. The production had been
fulfilled, perhaps sooner than expect-
ed, with the result that we have in
‘“‘Love of the Wild’’ a piece of fiction
that is marked by charm, colour, and
good character sketching. Mr. McKish-
nie chose for the scene of his story
a section of hard bushland near
Rondeau, in Western Ontario, about
the time that Colonel Talbot’s colony
was under settlement at St. Thomas
and westward. His early life had
been spent in this part of the country,
and therefore he was well equipped
with facts and conditions, as well as
with sufficient imagination to elevate
the work above the requirements of a
mere chronicle. To read the first few
chapters of this story is to make one
realise all the more fully the tremend-
ous vandalism that has been practised
in Ontario in the almost total oblit-
eration of what was one of the most
magnificent heritages that man has
ever had—the hardwoods of Western
Ontario. In a fine way the author
depicts the spirit of these woods, and
he has implanted the same spirit of
bigness and independence and frank-
ness into most of the characters he
has found there. But into this wood-
land Arcady there comes a jarring
note—a sawmill, which is loeated
across the creek from the settlement
to which the opening chapters give
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introduction. This saw-mill is oper-
ated by men in the service of Colonel
Hallibut, a character doubtless in-
tended to represent Colonel Talbot.
The mill-sounds jar on the sensibili-
ties of the bushwhackers, the name
given to those who live in the district,
and the wild creatures of the woods
are being driven away from their ac-
customed haunts. Not satisfied with
that, the colonel wishes to get posses-
sion as well of the timber on the other
side of the creek from the mill; and,
as the owners do not wish to sell,
stratagem is resorted to, with the re-
sult that there are incidents that are
not eredible but which can be over-
looked if the chief motive of the book
be kept well in view. That motive is
to depict the love for wild places that
is inherent with those who have been
reared in them and also the human
love of one dweller in the wild for
another. The love of Gloss and Boy
McTavish Mr. McKishnie has devel-
oped in an uncommonly artistic and
satisfactory style. While there are in
the volume some passages that with
many readers might leave impressions
of sentimentalism and melodrama,
there is nothing but womanliness and
manliness in the encounters of these
two leading characters. The machina-
tions of Colonel Hallibut’s menials
are perhaps a little out of key, but
one has to take into consideration the
lack of social organisation prevailing
at that time in that part of the Prov-
ince. @loss is a member of the Mc-
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Tavish household, being the daughter
of a close friend of the family who,
just before her death, entrusted the
child to their keeping. This woman,
so it is learned towards the close, was
a sister of Colonel Hallibut, and when
the colonel discovers her relationship
to himself he receives her exuberantly,
and the feud over the timber bush
is forgotten. The colonel wishes and
offers to send the girl to the old
land to be educated, but she is
attached to the wild, attached by
bonds that are not easily sever-
ed, and so the book -closes with
the assurance that Boy and Gloss have
hearts that beat in unison and in sym-
pathy with themselves and their en-
vironment. (Toronto : William
Briggs. Cloth. $$1¢'25')

NO writer except the versifier
Robert W. Service has been

able as yet to give us a convineing im-
pression of the ‘“Spell of the Yukon.”’
S. A. White attempts the task in his
novel entitled ‘‘The Stampeder,’’ but
this tale deals only in part with the
Far North, the opening scenes, and
indeed the closing, being laid in other
and mellower lands. But there is in
it enough of the Yukon to make us
wish to see this ambitious young
writer conceive a novel that would
ring and pulsate with the bigness and
ruggedness of the Klondike. ‘‘The
Stampeder,’’ cannot be accepted as
a wholly successful literary achieve-
ment. It begins in the Orient with the
enmeshment of a young  English-
man by an alluring temptress. The
Englishman, having had his yacht
rammed by a yawler which immediate-
ly began to careen, boarded the
doomed vessel, clubbed the senses,
if not the life, out of a crew of
mutineering sailors (a performance
that is mot often encountered out-
side of highly adventurous narra-
tives of the sea), and rescued the
temptress by conducting her to his
vacht (which, by the way, was not his
own but his uncle’s, and which had
not been seriously damaged). The
escape from the snares that the wo-
man had set followed quickly on the
sudden appearance of the husband, a
worthless Yukon ‘‘wildeat,”” whose
existence even had not been suspected.
The disgrace that came upon the Eng-
lishman caused the uncle to turn him
adrift, a good reason for his turning
up later amongst the horde of gold-
seekers along the old Dawson trail.
The adventures in the Yukon country
depict the struggle of the Englishman
in his desperate attempts to locate
gold ; the meeting again with the hus-
band of the adventuress and again
with the woman herself; a fearful
journey with a Norwegian to the

headwaters of the Yukon, where, ac-

cording to the word of an Indian
who had been inspired by the promise
of “‘fire-water,”” gold could be found
in fabulous quantities, the dementia
that overcame the Norwegian, causing
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the Englishman to kill him in self-de-
fence; the tragic end of the husband ;
the singular love affair of the Eng-
lishman with a young woman who had
rescued him from a water-hole one
memorable night, and the coming of a
staunch friend from England with the
news that the uncle had relented and
left his estates to the ‘“The Stam-
peder.”” The final scenes are laid in
England. There the adventurer re-
turns home, taking with him his
bride of the Yukon. The woman who
first allured him turns up again in
the disguise of a fortune-teller. She
has knowledge of the Norwegian’s
death by the hand of her old-time
lover, and she uses it in the hope of
intimidating him to flee with her. But
he refuses to go, declines the nomina-
tion to the seat in parliament repre-
senting his home county; and makes
up his mind to confess to his wife,
who, so it is learned, is the daughter
of the Norwegian whose life her hus-
band took. The final scene is an avowal
of love by husband and wife, between
whom, up to this stage, there had been
nothing more than un mariage de
convenance, owing to rumours that
had been circulated in the Yukon to
damage the girl’s reputation. As a
whole, the plot is ingenious but not
convineing. The author is a young
man who as a school teacher at Snel.
grove, Ontario, began to write verses.
It was a long time before his work
received recognition, but some of his
verses were published in 7he Cana-
dian  Magazine, and later he wrote a
number of good short stories and a
novelette of distinction. He possesses
many fine qualities as a writer. One
of his stories, ‘‘The Cross-Current,”’
appears in this number of 7he Cana-
dian  Magazine. He seems destined
to yet meet the exacting demands of a
successful novel, and meantime he
deserves every encouragement. (To-
ronto: William Brgi‘ggs. Cloth. $1.25.)

“CUMNER’S SON AND OTHER
SOUTH SEA FOLK,’ a vol-
ume of recent issue by Sir Gilbert

‘elder type.
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Parker, might be described as a series
of commonplace studies in heroism. It
contains one novelette (‘‘Cumner’s
Son’’) and several short stories and
sketches. Apart from the novelette,
the contributions to the volume. are
mostly light and of no striking origin-
ality. They are lighter in character
than most of the author’s other work,
and they could be compared in style
with many of Kipling’s “Plain Tales
from the Hills.”’ Indeed, ‘‘Cumner’s
Son’’ itself might be mistaken for a
Kipling tale of India. It is a well-con-
structed story, but that is the best that
can be said of it. For boys of from
twelve to twenty years it is a
fairly good story, its elevation of
courage and degradation of cow-
ardice being the essence of its moral.
The governor of a British colony
finds it necessary to call a band
of hillsmen to assist him in quelling
a treasonable uprising at the seat of
government. In order to do so he
calls for a volunteer to carry his mes-
sage to the leader. His own son, a
lad of eighteen years, is the first to
volunteer, and the father’s admira-
tion of the boy’s courage induces him
to accept. The splendid nerve and
heroism shown by the lad in a num-
ber of dangerous incidents leads
finally to his election by the people to
the position of Dakoon of Mandakan.
The other stories read as if they had
been written before the author reach-
ed maturity. (Toronto: The Copp,
Clark Company. Cloth, $1.25.)
*

M R. ROBERT KNOWLES'’S

fifth novel, ‘‘The Handieap,”’
will likely be regarded as his best so
far. The background of the story
presents Margaret Menzies, a Scotch
girl who has been betrayed but who,
rather than suffer the ordeal of de.
nunciation before the congregation of
her own church at home, comes to
Canada with her child and seeks pro-
tection from her dead mother s
brother, Arthur Ainslie, a dour
Scotch bachelor of the severe church
The upbringing of the
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child, Irwin Menzies, with the stigma
of illegitimacy upon him, his final
triumph over his traducers, his elec-
tion to parliament and his winning of
the love of Nora Riley, together with
the sure place that the mother gains
in the affections and respect of her
uncle and, indeed, of the whole com-
munity, compose the framework. The
structure is well put together, and
the embellishments of humour,
pathos, picturesque deseription and
character sketching are of general ex-
cellence. Undoubtedly the best char-
acter in the book is Dinny Riley,
Norah’s father, proprietor of the
Buck tavern, and son of the man who
kept the Black Bull at Kilkarty, Ire-
land, for thirty years without ever
putting a drop of water into the
liquor. The contest between Dinny,
who is a decent, outspoken, large-
hearted, lovable man and some hypo-
crites of the church is enough to make
one stop to consider one’s sincerity.
The introduction of Dinny and the
Buck tavern gives opportunity for
play upon the evils of intemperance
and for the bringing about of a re-
generation in some members of the
community. This book should be
widely read by all who are narrow
and full of conventional prejudices;
it might open their eyes. (Toronto:
Henry Frowde. Cloth. $1.25.)
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F EW are the authors who can re-

tain the interest of the ordinary
reader through five hundred pages.
William de Morgan does it regularly ;
Hichens can do it sometimes; Wins-
ton Churchill is fortunate in many
readers who would follow him even
further. Edward C. Booth’s new
book, ‘‘The Doctor’s Lass,”” starts out
at a 500-page clip, leisurely main-
tains it to the end, and is certain of
attention to the last page. How he
does it is hard to tell after the book
is finished. Unlike Hichens and
Churchill, it ecannot be incidents in-
volved—in the entire book there are
not more than a half-dozen events—

THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

but there is, without giving it undue
eredit, an easy flow of narrative that
closely approaches the de Morgan
style. In the plot there is nothing
new. A doctor, in a natural sequence
of events, falls into the guardianship
of the daughter of an old love, Who
had discarded him for the average
ne’er-do-well.  This twelve-year-ol
girl possesses the quick-tempe_l_‘?dy
humble, impetuous, beseeching, naive
medley of character that rapidly
winds her around the affections of
the reader, as it did around the heart
of the stubborn, prejudiced doctor-
His thirty-six years of lonesome life
before she came to him but fitted him
for the impression such a girl {30}11
make. And, of course, after a trifling
series of true-love roughnesses, he
finds it not difficult to transfer to the
daughter the love he had once pOS-
sessed for the mother. The odd fea-
ture of such a lengthy story is that,
with all its familiarity of plot, 1tS
impressive word-selection, its lack of
surprises even in details, its rambling
descriptions of places and events that
weigh nothing in the story, the slow-
ness with which it has to be read t0
grasp the innumerable similes an_d
odd combinations of words—even in
these apparent faults there is in.terest
and there is no lack of satisfaction at
any period of the reading. One
wonders so much at his delight in the
book after it is over, that one cannot
but admire the author for his success
in the handling of the plot, and at
the same time feel certain that he
could not accomplish the same thing
again. Which is, after all, rather high
praise.  (Toronto: The Maemillan
Company of Canada.)

¥

MUCH better than the average 18

the volume of poems entitle
“In Amber Lands,” by Tom McIn-
nes, of which an American edition
has been issued. There is the charm
of variety, and while many of the
selections are conventional there is 8
generous leavening of spontaneity.



THE WAY OF LETTERS

The sonnets, in particular, are good.
Note the excellent spirit and treat-
ment of ‘‘October’’:

When I was a little fellow, long ago,

The season of all seasons seemed to me
The summer’s afterglow and fantasy—
The red October of Ontario;

To ramble unrestrained where maples grow
Thickset with butternut and hickory.

And be the while companioned airily

By elfin things a child alone may know!

- And how with mugs of cider sweet and mel-
low,

And block and hammer for the gathered
store,

Of toothsome nuts, we’d lie around before

The fire at nights, and hear the old folks
tell o’

Red Indians and bears and the Yankee war—

Long ago, when I was a little fellow!

¥

ONE of the most widely-read short

stories ever published is ‘‘Sally
Ann’s Experience,”’ by Eliza Calvert
Hall. So great is its popularity and
so frequently has it been republished
in various magazines, that a large
publishing house of Boston has given
it permanent place in the form of a
handsome little volume. This is a
story that should have a strong if
not a revolutionising effect on almost
every domestic circle. Its humour is
abundant. (Boston: Little, Brown

and Company.)
AS the red-bound row of ‘‘The
Canadian Annual Review of
Public Affairs,”’ by Mr. J. Castell
Hopkiris, extends on one’s bookshelf,
the magnitude and the usefulness of
the work becomes more apparent.
The volume for 1909 is the ninth in
the series and year by year the scope
of the work seems to enlarge. The
author ranges thoroughly over Can-
adian affairs, from speeches in Par-
ament to the progress of railroads
ndustries and the principal
;Venu In sports, not to mention a
hnndred other topies. The author
A8 & capacity for eataloguing and
:is facts that amounts almost to
o U8, and yot the whole mass is
ven into a readable fabric of his-

*
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tory. (Toronto: Canadian Annual
Review Publishing Company).
£

NOTES.

—The Studio for October contains
a fine appreciation of the mezzotints
of Frank Short, A.R.A. It is written
by Maleolm C. Salaman. One would
regard the full-page reproductions as
almost as good as original proofs, and
they are indeed very fine examples of
modern engraving and printing.
Other leading articles in this number
are ‘‘The Paintings of G. W. Lam-
bert,”” ‘“The Charcoal Drawings of
Lester Suteliffe,”” ‘“The Revival of
Lace-Making in Hungary,”’ with ex-
cellent illustrations and designs and
workmanship, and ‘‘Some New Deco-
rative Paintings by Professor Carl
Marr.”’

—Mr. James A. Holden, of Fruit-
vale, California, who until a few
years ago was connected with the art
department of THE CANADIAN MAGA-
7INE, has attained exceptional success
as a painter. At the State Fair at
Sacramento recently he received the
premier prize in oil portrait painting,
the award being a gold medal, and
he won as well second prize in water-
colour drawing.

—“The Christmas Roundelay’’ is
the title of an appropriate song for
the Christmas-tree party or similar
Yuletide festivals. The author is
Rev. M. O. Smith, of Montreal.
(Montreal: The Renouf Publishing
Company.)

~—A great amount of fugitive mat-
ter has been written about the scenic
attractions of Arizona, but anyone
who wishes to know ‘‘The Grand Can-
yon of Arizona' should read the
volume of this title written by George
Wharton James, author of ‘‘In and
Out of the Old Missions,”” *‘‘The
Wonders of the Colorado Desert,”
and “Through Ramona’s Country.”
The book is splendidly illustrated,
and it combines entertaining deserip-
tions with all the advantages of a
guide-book, (Boston : Lit_tlo' Brown
and Company. Cloth. %5.60.)



Bap ErrFecT OF SMOKING.

Uncle Mose—‘Look-a-heah, you
George Washington Jefferson, what
you all smokin’ dat pipe fo’? Didn’t
Ah done tell yo’ dat smokin’ shortins
er man’s life moh dan haff?”’

Young G. W. J—‘But you has
bin smokin’ mos’ yo’ life, Uncle
Mose, an’ Ah reckon yo’s is a purty
old man.”’

Uncle Mose—‘Dat’s all right er-
bout me smokin’, mah boy, but dat
ain’t de point. Ah’s eighty-foh yeahs
ole now, but ef Ah hadn’t evah smok-
ed, Ah might have been moh dan a
hundred yeahs old by dis time.”’—
National Monthly.

MERRY CHRISTMAS! .
Who would shatter his faith in dear old S8anta Claus?
—Life

No Risk.

‘‘Susannah,’” asked the preacher,
when it came her turn to answer the
usual question in such cases, ‘‘do you
take this man to be your wedded hus-
band, for better or for worse——"’

‘“‘Jes’ as he is, pahson,’’ she inter-
rupted, ‘“jes’ as he is. Ef he gits any
bettah Ah’ll know de good Lawd’s
gwine to take ’im; an’ ef he gets any
wusser, w’y, Ah’ll tend to ’im my-
self.””—Youth’s C ;gmpam’on:

Tae WorLd oN WHEELS.

““Well, T mortgaged my home yes-
terday.’’

‘““What make of auto are you going
to get?’’—Houston Post.

¥
Nor Nice FrRENCH.

In the dining-room of a hotel in
Nice, on a huge placard posted over
the mantelpiece, you read the follow-
ing:
““Our English visitors are kindly
requested to address the waiters and
servants in English, as their French
is not generally understood.’’—Tit-
Bits.

¥

Freshley— ‘In the class this morn-
ing the professor of English litera-
ture said something about Beaumont
and Fletcher. I know who Beaumont
is, of course; he’s the new outfielder
for the Cubs. But who the Sam Hill
is Fletcher?’’

The Other Chap—‘Why, you
bonehead, he’s the guy that says you
must ehew your victuals one hundred
and thirty-six times before you swal-
low ’em.”’—Chicago Tribune.

T




WHAT OTHERS ARE LAUGHING AT

WaicH Is Ir?

““Father.”’

“Well, what is it?”’

““It says here, ‘A man is known by
the company he keeps.” Is that 80,
Father?”’

‘“Yes, yes, yes.”’

“Well, father, if a good man keeps
company with a bad man, is the good
man bad because he keeps company
with the bad man, and is the bad man
good because he keeps company with
the good man ”—*Punch.

MODERN MARY.
Mary had a little skirt
Tied tightly in a bow,
And everywhere that Mary went
She simply couldn’t go.
—garper’s Bazaar.

No AsSISTANCE NEEDED.,

As the train neared the city, the
coloured porter approached the jov-
ial-faced gentleman, saying, with a
smile :

““Shall Ah brush yo’ off, sah?”

“No,”” he replied; ““I prefer to get
off in the usual manner.’’—Princeton
Tiger.

¥

KINDNESS T0O ANIMALS,

“Remove the sting of a wasp or
bee with a watch key, pressing the
place with it; then rub the sting with
a slice of raw onion, moist tobaceo, or
a damp blue bag.”’—Daily Mirror.
Press gently, dry, dust with boracic
powder, and return it to the bee (or
wasp ) .—Punch.

¥
FEARFULLY AND WoONDERFULLY UN-
MADE.

Eight or nine women, assembled at
luncheon, were discussing ailments
and operations, as eight or nine, or
one or two, or sixty or seventy wo-
men will. The talk ran through
angina pectoris, torpid liver, tuber-
culosis and kindred happy topies.

“I thought,”’ commented the guest
of honour, ‘““that I had been invited
to a luncheon, and not to an organ
recital.”’—Everybody’s Magazine.

207

“CHRISTMAS COMES BUT ONCE A YEAR”

—THANK GOODNESS —Life
MobERN STRATEGY,

“Do you think airships could be
used effectively in warfare??’

““They might,”’ replied the skepti-
cal person, ‘‘if we could provide the
airships and induce the enemy to go
up in them.”—Wg:hington Star.

AaaiNsT His CoNVICTIONS,

““Have some of the Welsh rabbit,
Bjonson?’’ asked Bjones, as he stir-
red the golden concoction in the chaf-
ing-dish.

‘‘No, thanks, Bjonesey,’’ returned
Bjonson, patting his stomach tend-
erly, “I am unalterably opposed to
all  corporation taxes.”’—Harper’s
Weekly.
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“A telegram? For monsieur? Keep it till after
dinner; it might be bad news. —Le Rire (Paris)

No LATITUDE.

An Irish school inspector was ex-
amining a class in geography. He
had propounded a question regarding
longitude and received a correct
answer from the lad undergoing the
ordeal.

‘“And now,”’ he said, ‘‘what is lati-
tude?”’

After a brief silence a bright
youngster, with a merry twinkle in
his eye, said:

‘‘Please, sir, we have no latitude in
Ireland. Father says the British
Government won’t allow us any.”’—
London Scraps.

More T0 BE PrrIED.

Tramp (to lonely spinster) —
“Come, missus, arst yer 'usband if ’e
ain’t got a old pair o’ trousers to give
away.’’

Spinster (anxious not to expose her
solitude)—*‘Sorry, my good man, he
—er—er—never wears such things.”’
—Punch.

A KNOWING SEXTON.
Economy is the watchword at
Rushville. The sexton of the ecity
cemetery raised enough oats in the
graveyard this year to keep the fire
team in feed for the entire winter.
—Canton, IIl., Reg:'ster.

Mg. DooLEy.

Sit, Hinnissy, near me:
There’s times whin I fear me

With riverince due;
Ye’re failin’ to hear me
F’r what’s th’ salvation
Iv all this gr-rand nation ?—
Th’ iddyfication

Iv ye and ye’re crew.

"Tis true that me stiddy
Old college chum, Tiddy,
Has settled alridy

A number iv things;
But still there’s divoorees,
An’ racin’ with horses,
Fi-nance, an’ th’ coorses

Iv combines an’ rings.

I tell ye th’ bothers
Iv Jawn D. an’ others,
Iv children an’ mothers,
Iv husbands an’ brides,
Iv Suffrageites bloomered,
What’s true an’ what’s rumoured;
An’, always good-humoured,
I laugh at both sides.

I teach ye be jokin’,

Ye’re laughter provokin’

While others ar-re eroakin’.
Me wit, so they say,

Is thruly So-cratic

An’ epigrammatic—

What Hogan ecalls ¢ Attic”’
An’ ‘‘sthric’ly oh fay.”’

Hark, now, an’ be wiser:

Me frind an’ adviser

Young Wilhelm th’ Kaiser
Sez, whin ye’ve begun

That war-r with Japan, sir,

Th’ Thropies iv Cancer—

Whisht, man! wud ye answer?
Thin wait till I’'m Dunne!

—Arthur Guiterman In Life.

~
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A GREAT

INDUSTRIAL

ACHIEVEMENT

BY GEORGE McINTOSH

AT the Arts and Letters Club in
Toronto not long ago the sub-
Jject of art in everyday utilities in Can-
ada gave rise to an animated discus-
sion. The assertion was made that in
most Canadian homes no thought was
given to the wsthetic value of any-
thing that was not solely ornamental.
A chair was a thing to sit on, not
to look at. A stove-lifter was a purely
utilitarian implement. A broom or a
pail or a dish-pan need have no
beauty of line or shape so long as it
performed the funection for which it
was primarily made. A fern-pot was
a fern-pot, not an ornament ; a waste-
paper basket, a receptacle for paper.
The subject was one of vital na-
tional interest, and it seems to be only
too true that most Canadian manufac-
turers have not given enough attention
to the beauty as well as to the useful-
ness of the goods they place upon the
market. An article that is beautiful
as well as useful is doubly desirable,
and the observance of this fact in the
commoner things of life has been
given as one of the chief reasons for
Germany’s commercial greatness.
But we have nevertheless in Canada
some outstanding instances of where
artistic features have gone hand in
hand with usefulness and lasting qual-
ities, instances of where great indus-
tries have been developed simply be-
cause those at the head of them have
been far-seeing enough to realise that
it is just as easy to make an article on
good lines as on bad lines, and often-
35

times much easier, and that good looks
have their place just as well as good-
wearing qualities,

One of the first things that im-
presses Canadians who go abroad is
the awkward-looking vehicles of vari-
ous kinds that they frequently see.
That is because in Canada we have
been fortunate in having as pioneers
in carriage-making men who had an
eye for beauty as well as for useful-
ness. The result has been that the
fame of Canada in this respect (and
it applies to cutters and sleighs as
well as to wheeled vehicles) has
spread, until now the Canadian ex-
port trade in carriages and waggons
amounts to no inconsiderable sum,
and large and progressive industries
have been developed along sound and
enterprising as well as highly artistic
lines.

Who in Canada could be named as
a type of pioneer who began by ap-
preciating the value of design as well
as of material? Almost half a cen-
tury ago, when fancy vehicles on the
farm were still a luxury, a young
man of Durham County, who had
learned the resisting qualities of vari-
ous kinds of woods by actual contact
with them in clearing the homestead,
set up a rude workshop on the corner
of his father’s farm and at night prac-
tised the art of carriage-making. The
term ‘‘art’’ is used because with this
young man the work was raised to
that dignity, not confined merely to a
handicraft or a trade. Beauty of de-



sign and proportion was studied as
well as value in utility and strength.

And in those modest yet admirable
circumstances, with good looks and
wear as the key-note, and ‘‘one grade
only, and that the best’’ as the motto,
Robert McLaughlin began what is to-
day the largest carriage manufactory
in the British Empire.

The people of Enniskillen and vi-
cinity soon began to see in young Me-
Laughlin’s output something more
than an ordinary conveyance, and it
was not long before the McLaughlin
Carriage began to take prizes at the
local fairs. That gave the young de-
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A PANORAMIC VIEW OF THE
The camera stood in front of the general offices, ’and was pointed first to the right aud then to the left.

signer confidence, and in 1878 he
moved over to Oshawa and opened a
shop on a larger scale. Even then it
was not a very pretentious industry,
but it was laid on sound principles,
and every one in the locality knew,
as it is known to-day in many parts
of the world, that in the purchase of
a MecLaughlin carriage there would
be a fair deal all round or no deal at
all.

Robert MecLaughlin was a good
judge of timber. He is still counted
one of the best judges in the country.
That meant a great deal in the making
of carriages, and he and his asso-
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MCLAUGHLIN FACTORIES AT OSHAWA
The result is not a perfect panorama, but it gives an idea of the front view of the factories and the number of employees

ciates have always followed the rule
of using nothing but first-class mater-
ials. The men who inspect the mater-
ials have been so trained as to observe
the same rule, and it is a saying in
Oshawa that woe betide the man who
is caught letting defective material go
through at the MeLaughlin factory.

The first shop was opened in Osh-
awa in 1878, and, though at that time
it was problematic, the foundation of
the future was laid. Here was initiat-
ed the well-known McLaughlin Patent
Gear, which, though ofttimes imitated,
still remains an undisputed champion
in its class.
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Robert MeLaughlin was one who,
though, as we have before illustrated,
was keen in insight, was none the less
keen in foresight, and recognising, as
he did, the probabilities of the Can-
adian carriage trade in the Dominion,
he was ready to grasp the opportunity
that presented itself in the year 1888,
to acquire the property oeccupied by
the Heaps Company, in the manufac-
ture of furniture, and to establish
there a factory that would meet the
full requirements at that date. And
the deal was consummated and for a
considerable number of years, aided
by his sons (G. W. and R. S. Me-




THE GENERAL OFFICES OF THE MCLAUGHLIN CARRIAGE CO. AND THE MCLAUGHLIN MOTOR CAR Co.

These offices are splendidly equipped, and the interior decorations are unusally artistic. They
accommodate a large number of clerks and officials.

Laughlin), who, serving their time, so
to speak, in every department of prac-
tical work, equipped themselves for
future usefulness, Mr. McLaughlin
progressed and progressed, until it
seemed as if the limit of output had
been secured in carriages and sleighs
for many years to come.

But there was a lesson yet to be
learned.  After years of continued
prosperity there came a night—a well
remembered night in the Town of
Oshawa—when from some cause un-
known, or at any rate forgotten, dread
fire broke out, and in a few short
hours the factory that was the pride
of a rapidly-advancing manufactur-
ing town was a pile of useless ruins.
Consternation was universal ; the cre-
dit of the town was at stake. What
was the result?

Despite the fact that ‘“in the twink-
ling of an eye,’” so to speak, they were
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wiped out of business, despite the fact
that, recognising the power behind
the throne, the yet under-estimated
ability of the MecLaughlin Carriage
Company to accomplish unseen re-
sults, cities and towns, from the small-
est to the greatest, offered sums in the
way of a bonus, which were tempting
in the extreme; yet such was the loy-
alty of this firm to the good old town
where it first found its firmest foot-
hold, that, resisting all other offers, it
cast in its abiding lot with Oshawa—
its first home and its ultimate resting-
place.

The future, though bright with
promise, was a venture that only such
men as the McLaughlins would touch.
Aye, and we need such men to-day—
men of puprose, men of strict integ-
rity, men who combine with commer-
cial enterprise a high conception of
structural beauty.




MR. ROBERT MCLAUGHLIN
President and founder of the McLaughlin Carriage Company

39




40 THE CANADIAN MAGAZINE

This picture shows the first (actory of the
McLaughlin Carriage Company.

¢“Men who thought when others only
dreamed,
And did what others only thought,
And triumphed in what others dared but
do.”’

And with such thoughts, overmaster-
ing their most cautious instinets, the
new factory was built.

To say that a manufactory is the

largest of its kind in the British Em-
pire does not, to the ordinary reader,
give an adequate idea of its magni-
tude.

Within a few hundred yards of the
centre of the steadily progressive
Town of Oshawa is situated the fac-
tory that is the standard of this pro-
gressive age. Approaching from the
south, you reach the new offices, ivy-
clad, boulevarded and flower-bedded
on the exterior, while in the interior
the comfort of employees is carefully
considered, and the colour scheme of
the decorations is ‘‘a thing of beauty
and a joy forever.”” On the other
side of the street is the factory. A
casual glimpse will not give even a
remote idea of its magnitude, and it is
difficult to convey the same to the
reading public. Perhaps they will
realise it better if we state some co-
gent facts. For instance, the factory

A PORTION OF THE MCLAUGHLIN FACTORIES FROM AN ELEVATION
Showing additions in foreground under construction. The extent of the premises may be judged by
looking at the smoke-stack and water-tanks in the distance

B
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Bopy RooM oF THE MCLAUGHLIN CARRIAGE COMPANY
As far as the eye can see in the picture there are cutter bodies ready for the trimmers

possesses fourteen acres of floor space,
and if built one storey high and fifty
feet wide would extend a distance of
not less than two and a half miles. As
regards yearly output: The same, if
attached to horses and placed one in
front of another, would occupy the
King’s highway for a distance of sev-
enty-one miles. Last year the com-
pany used 100,000 feet of rubber tire.
They have constructed, finished and
inspected as many as eighty cutters a
day for several weeks, and at full
capacity, say 800 men, well skilled,
the total output would not be less than
20,000 carriages and sleighs and 2,500
automobiles.

A conducted walk through the fac-
tory cannot fail to interest all our
readers. The refinement of system is
seen in every department, and an in-
spection of the different stages
through which every part of the fin-
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ished vehicle is taken will bring you
at once into appreciation of the amaz-
ing comprehensiveness of modern com-
merce. In the wood-working depart-
ment we see mahogany hewn by dusky
natives of the East Indies, side by
side with hickory and whitewood from
Tennessee or Indiana. We see oak,
rock elm, white ash, and other valu-
able Canadian timbers piled together
—monarchs of the forest, that once
stood in majestic splendour upon the
table lands which enrich our native
land, and these all bound together in
mutual agreement to benefit mankind.
And after their assemblage here, who
can tell whither they will go—all, in
manufactured form, will leave us—
some for the trackless prairies of our
own Northwest, some for the veldts of
South Africa, some for the erowded
streets of England’s greatest cities.
Yet all from the Banner Province of



ASSEMBLING RooM
The rapidity with which carriages are put together in this room is marvellous

the Dominion, The Province of On-
tario.

Thus it is, in every department of
this vast factory. If you use a Me-
Laughlin ecarriage, you may sit on
plush that was woven in England or
France, moss that was gathered in
Louisiana, and curled hair from every-
where.  You may be sheltered from
the sun and rain in summer time by
a top, covered with leather, manufac-
tured in Canada from hides imported
from France and Italy, and lined with
wool cloth from the world’s best em-
poriums. Buckrams, serims and hes-
sians come from Dundee, Scotland,
while the best markets, home and
abroad, furnish everything that is
needed in th’s firm’s colossal produc-
tions.

One word more with regard to the
factory and the organisation that con-
trols it. The factory itself, as it
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stands to-day, is a model of unique
efficiency. The sanitary conditions,
especially along the lines of light and
ventilation, are well-nigh perfect. It
is fitted throughout with the most ap-
proved sprinkler system, reducing the
risk of an extensive fire to a mini-
mum, and, in short, it is a fit and
cleanly home for the class of intelli-
gent toilers that Canada breeds.
Some four years ago, with com-
mendable enterprise and unfailing
judgment, the company began the
manufacture of high-class automo-
biles, and their unparalleled suecess
during this short period is the marvel
of the commercial world. Addition
after addition has been made to the
plant to accommodate this branch of
the business, and the end is not yet.
In introducing the Buick Engine to
the Canadian public the McLaughlins
certainly made no mistake, and so



GARAGE OF THE MCLAUGHLIN MOTOR CARr CoMPANY

This photograph shows only two-thirds of the length of the room. The accom modation in the
new building will be much greater

rapidly has it grown in favour, and
so large has been its output, that it is
quite unnecessary here to dwell upon
its many virtues.

Not only in Oshawa are the Me-
Laughlin Company to be found, but
in all the head centres of the Domin-
ion. In Toronto, Hamilton, London,
Montreal, St. Johns, Quebec; St.
John, New Brunswick; Winnipeg,
Calgary and Vancouver, are to be
found extensive branches built spe-
cially to suit the requirements of the
trade; and it is a good and wholesome
thing to know, that in this Canada of
ours there are men, not only in the
carriage business, but in every avenue

“

of legitimate trade, who are aiding
our .development and paving the way
for future greatness.

Messrs. G. 'W. and R. S. McLaugh-
lin, sons of this industry’s founder,
are striking examples of men who,
though primarily interested in their
own gigantic enterprise, yet find time
to devote to the interests of their na-
tive town and to the welfare of their
country.

The Toronto Branch is under the
management of Mr. Oliver Hezzel-
wood, a shrewd, far-seeing son of the
Empire, who has already won for him-
self an enviable name in commercial
cireles in the metropolis of Ontario.



ME. R. 8. MCLAUGHLIN,
President of the McLaughlin Motor Car Company




THE MCLAUGHLIN CAR IN FrONT
This phot_ournph shows 8ir James Whitney, Premier of Ontario, sitting on the right in the back seat of
the first car in the line of automobiles which took part in the reception tendered by citizens
of Toronto to homecoming members of the Queen’s Owr Rifles

Now, what is the conclusion of the
whole matter?! What do the faets
brought out in this brief historic
sketch evidence to us, as a young and
rapidly growing nation? Were we
enriched with the gift of prophecy, we
would glimpse the future thus:

We see for this, the fairest daugh-
ter of thedear old motherland, a des-
tiny beyond the idlest dreams of hu-
man ambition; we see the giant
wheels of progress, resistless in their
onward roll; we see a swift develop-
ment of commercial enterprise, which
will ultimately make this country of
ours (wondrous in its acreage, limit-

less in its resources, happy in its man-
ly men) the granary of the world and
the foremost nation of this earth.

““Esto Perpetua.”” May no Marius
ever sit among the ruins of a promise
so fair! And for the pioneers of the
great work (and there are many of
them, men who by untiring effort are
hastening the consummation of what
now is but a vision), are they not true
and worthy descendants of those who
in the first days of our country’s his-
tory steered their bark a perilous jour-
ney upon an unknown sea, with a rud-
der carved out of a boundless trust in
the providence of God.
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BOVRIL

PROMOTES APPETITE

The delicious roast beef flavor of BOVRIL
pleases the most capricious appetite, and its nutri-

tive qualities tone up and strengthen the digestive

system thus bringing back the desire for ordinary

food and the power to assimilate it.

BOVRIL Ltd. 27 ST. PETER ST., MONTREAL

GOLD MEDAL

FOR

Ale ana Porter

AWARDED

JOHN LABATT

At St. Louis Exhibition
1904

ONLY MEDAL FOR ALE IN CANADA

A MERRY CHRISTMAS
Without a Box of

WORLD FAMED
CANDIES

s [ co———

would be impossible.
Fancy Boxes and Baskets
Filled with our Delicious Confections
suitable for Gifts.

‘A MAN 1S KNOWN BY THE CANDY HE SENDS”
Mail and Express Orders
Promptly and carefully filled.
When near our store don't forget our
Delicious Ice Cream Sodas and
other Fountain Drinks.

Our Candies are made on the Premises.

W A 130-132 Yonge St.

TORONTO, ONT.
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WOULD any SANE PERSON PAY 5c. a POUND l
10c. a QUART—40c. a GALLON for WATER for |
"‘SHING AND CLEANING—IF ONE KNEW?

" |—just what happens when you buy a pack-
age of Soap Powder because it looks big.

~ Some packages look big because they are
Fluffed with Air and when fresh weigh as
much as they look because they are Full of
‘Water. - Open one of them and see it lose
e ' ’ weight day by day as the Water Evaporates.
- Its Simply a Matter of Intelfigence | PEARLINE is Concentrated Soap Powder

WHY 2 —to prove it—test PEARLINE as you do
LET US QUOTE AN ADVERTISE- the FI“EY""LOOk_-BIg Packages. :

L S R s s Tablespoonful of PEARLINE will

pnso°c“§s'§°l"§s5§s”ﬁ2.%m TRHAEPINDi‘x' | do the work of two or three of these

BY EVARORATION UNLESS Jimt: EEHHO)5 D) Powders. - Popping 1s all right
R TACHL NI | for CORN and WEASELS but not for
'E“xE;:[?SDES.USAVE AT PROHIBITIVE Soap POWdef.

Spreads Like Butter

You can buy twice the quantity of Ingersoll Cream
Cheese in blocks for the same money as you would re-
ceive in jar cheese, besides there is just as much differ-
ence in the quality in favor of Ingersoll Cream Cheese
as there is in the price.

Never becomes Hard. Every particle can be consumed.

SOLD ONLY IN 15c AND 25¢ BLOCKS
FOR SALE BY ALL GROCERS
Manufactured by

THE INGERSOLL
PACKING CO., Limited

Ingersoll, Ontario, Canada
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Two Classes
of
Fair Women

Some are fair because they hap-
pen so. :

Others attain the clear, rosy com-
plexion, smooth velvety skin, bright
eyes, easy, graceful poise, as a re-
sult of carefully selected food and
drink that properly nourishes the
body, knowing that a fair complex-
ion is the outward token of health

within.
A beautiful women seldom remains beautiful if she continues
to drink coffee which is often the cause of various aches and ills.

Health is a Divine Gift—always ready for us, and produces

more pleasure than any other one thing.

When well-made

POSTUM

is used in place of coffee, relief from aches and ills set up by coffee
is to be expected and Nature can then restore the rosy bloom of
health. By

Postum contains the pure, wholesome elements of the field
grain, which build and strengthen the nerves and vital organs.

Every woman should read the little book, in every third pack-
age of Postnm—for “The Road to Wellville,” is a good road to
healthful beauty.

‘“There’s a Reason”

Postum Cereal Company, Ltd., Battle Creek, Mich., U.S.A.
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Waltham !’

How the gift
is enhanced by
this discovery.

WALTHAM

was the watch name he knew best in his boyhood—the
watch his father and grandfather before him wore,
__ a2 watch “hoary with reputation.” This inbred
confidence in WALTHAM is strengthened in every
generation by the constant application of modern watch-
making methods to old-fashioned standards of integrity.

Waltham is the oldest and youngest watch on the market. The
highest inventive genius is always at its command, designing
new models and keeping WALTHAMS constantly in the lead.

“It’s time you owned a Waltham.”

For a high-grade up-to-date watch—made as thin as it is safe to make a reliable
timepiece; ask any J EWELER to show you a Waltham Colonial. Prices $50 to $175.

LTHAM WATCH COMPANY vl - WALTHAM, MASS.

WA i
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KEEP YOUR
HY GIEN[CA LLY

EAN

Avoid chemical cleaners
on your kitchen utensils.
No caustic or acid in

Many Uses and Full Directions on Large Sifter-Can—10 cents
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Cold Weather -
Breakfasts and Suppers

Should always include Crown Brand Com
Syrup. The system demands a large supply
of carbon for the vital fires. Sweets make the

most palatable form of carbon, and Crown

Brand is exceptionally delicious, wholesome,
and sustaining. Not only served plain or
as a sauce or ‘‘ spread,” but excellent as an

ingredient 1n cakes, candy and conserves.
clean and nourishing food-product.
-, Be sure to ask for *“ Crown Brand
N ) Syrup.”
Your dealer has it for you in
2,5, 10 and 20 Ib. air tight
tins with lift-off lids.

Order some {rom your
dealer.

Limi'ed
ESTABLISHED 1858
Works: CARDINAL, ONT.

Offices:
MONTREAL. TORONTO and BRANTFORD
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HEN You have looked around

and tried other tobaccos, you
find nothing that so exactly fulfills
the smoker’s ideal
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TRADE MARK
@eGisTeRes)

MANITOBA HARD
WHEAT

Ple ases “More bread

and better

hard to » bread"
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WATERMAN'S IDEAL. is one of the very few ‘gilts
which the receiver can put right in his pocket for
constant use If everyone had the selecting of his own
Christmas presents this is the kind that would be purchased
As a gift to anyone, or for yourself, there is not another artic
that shows better purchasing discretion than Waterman's Ideal
. Fountain Pen—it is a compliment to your taste. ~
This pen is made in a very wide range of sizes and styles
n order that the pen technique of every writer may be
individually suited. Your selection may be exchanged
until -satisfactory. Whether you buy a plain Waterman’s
Ideal or one studded with diamonds, the quality is of that
Sterling Silver |B 32Me successful standard which the careful workmanship
Filigree and Waterman patents have brought to continued perfection
No. 412. $5.00 This is the gift for people who are hard to suit. ' No. 12...$2.50
Larger Sizes: Avoid Substitutes _ Gift Booklet on Request ' ‘ N:.“l‘;r. SI;:OO

No. 414. $7 00 : ‘
N:4|g.$3.50 , ; ~ From the Best Dealers . No. 15... 5.00

No.416. 950 |l Made in Regular, Safety and Seli-Filling Types No. 16... 6.00
Silver Clip-on-Cap G & . g e AR Cm“ig”
adds c i . . c
deMll | F Waterman Company, Limited, Montreal |
TEMPORARY ADDRESS: 123 ST.FRANCOIS XAVIER STREET
173 BROADWAY, NEW YORK. KINGSWAY, LONDON. 6 RUE de HANOVRE,PARIS

Plain Style
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THE LANCASTER
Price inj Hand-Buffed Leather, $55.00 Price in Denim, $35.00
Price in English Morocco, $75.00

Easy Chairs

There is a world of difference between the so-called easy Chairs turned out
9 by the thousand;in factories and the rest-inviting Club Chairs, easy in fact as
well as in_ name, that are built hete in our own workrooms.

oS S\

(6 OF,

The Chair above illustrated is ome of several styles we reproduce from
1 famous English mcdels, forming a series which regresents the last Word in the pro-
duction of luxurious and durable upholstery.

7 agieoss = 22

“ The frames are solidly built and each chair is upholstered, from start to finish by
an Jexpert upholsteter of long experience in high grade wotk. Cutled hotshair is
usedtin liberal quantities, and the springs, webbing, canvas, etc., etc., are of the very
best quality When covered in leather first grade selected hides are used.

Quality and durability considered, these are the cheagest of Easy Chairs.

Cuts or blue prints of several designs and samgles of leather, tapestry,denim,etc.,
will be mailed on request.

MURRAY-KAY Limited

(Johnj}Kay Company ' Limited)

36, and 38 KING ST. W., Tononmjg

‘g . ' mw_:::mg
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Speaking

of Christmas. Do you know of a more practical and useful gift to{a man than a
shaving device ?

When we say a shaving device, we do not mean a straight razor or the old rigid hoe
type and thin blade safety razor; but something new and practical. Omne that is
adjustable, all-ways, that without any expense will shave him for 1o years,as well as it
will the day after Christmas. In a few words that is what we mean by

TIHiE

ILLIAMS

ALL-WAYS
ADJUSTABLE

SHAVING DEVICE

If the' New York City Barber (the most skeptical
knocker in the world) considers and uses the Williams’
as a perfect safety shaving device, anyone can use it, and
it will prove the most appropriate gift for him. Look
for the name Williams’.

Packed in Genuine Morocco Leather Case
at $2.50, $4.00, $7.00, $10.00

You can get it at any good store, or take advantage
of the following special offer.

DUTY AND ALL EXPENSE PAID BY US.

On receipt of §7.00, and the name of your druggists, I will send
you & Williams’ four blade shaving device ($7, and one year’s
subscription to two of the following magazines.

FIELD AND STREAM - - Subscription Price, $2.00

slzéfagg'g MAGAZINE - “ B !iz gg A g ff .
c 8 ” 3 ” "y, o s many differen

JRLRR TP 4 St Positions in one

This offer to be accepted at once, but not later than December
10, 1910.

os nodres . ALFRED BETANCOURT, Pres. "0*P%5% »

Razor as Shaving
Requires.

THE WILLIAMS’ SHAVING DEVICE CARRIES THE WILLIAMS’ GUARANTEE

Sole Trade Distributors in Canada

The National Drug & Chemical Co.

At Halifax, N.S. Montreal, Que.  Kingston, Ont.  Hamilton, Ont. Winnipeg, Man.  St. John, N.B.
Ottawa, Ont.  Toronto. Ont. London, Ont. Calgary, Alta. Regina, Sask- i Vancouver, B.C.
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( Rubinstein
ENTON GREGOR RUBINSTEIN continues the line of the so-called ¢ brilliant »’ pianists
that began with Liszt and ends with Paderewski. He was born of Jewish parents in
Russia, 1829, and died in 1894. Receiving instruction only from his mother and ateacher
named Villoing, he progressed so rapidly that in 1839, at the age of 10, he made a concert tour
as far as Paris, where he remained to study technic under Liszt, and later composition at Berlin.

As a composer Rubinstein wrote in every department of music. His compositions are full
of pure and genial melody and natural harmony. But with the exception of his ‘‘ Ocean
Symphony,’’ his chamber-music and songs are his only genuinely popular works. In particular,
his setting to Heine’s *‘ Du Bist Wie Fine Blume ’’ and his ‘‘ Melodie”’ (in F.)—sometimes called
the ““Thumb Melodie’—besides other piano pieces like ** Kamenoi-Ostrow,”’ are universal
favorites.

It was, however, as a concert pianist that he achieved marvellous success. After several
tours in the European Continent and England, he came to America in 1873, where he was popu-
larly appreciated as the ‘‘ Lion Pianist.’” But while in technic the only rival of Liszt and the
most remarkable virtuoso of his time, he was no mere technician. If he could make the piano
roar, he could also play with such tenderness a simple piece from Haydn or Mozart as to bring
forth the tears of pure joy and sympathy. All this was possible because at the time he had an
instrument that later reached the acme of perfection in

The PPell Ppiano

What he might have done, assisted by the beautiful and toneful Bell Art Piano, we may
partly guess. But certainly he would have pronouuced it The Perfect Concert Piano.

THE BELL PIANO and ORGAN COMPANY, Limited, - GUELPH, Ont.
Our Booklet O eontaining a series of Biographies free on request.

=
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DOMINION
PIANO

At the Superb Heights of Tone Perfection

Over 80,000 Sold in 40 Years

PURlTY and volume of tone is attained for you in the ‘‘Dominion’ Piano by absolutely free
vibration of the sounding board. The “air space behind the sounding board is free of
posts, which partition it, “damp™ and choke the vibration, cause overtones, These posts in
ordinary pianos are not in the “Dominion,” as a solid, one-piece grand-piano plate frame takes
the string strain instead —grand-piano value in spite of the moderate cost of “Dominon” ingtruments.
Also, the “loaded” strings in the bass octaves have the loading wire coils brazed to the
body wire. These wires which weight the l?nss ssrings cannot loosen and “sing,” causing tiny,
jingling and unmelodious tone—each “Dominion” note, in every octave, is perfect in purity,
sweetness and quality of tone.

The **Dominion” is, first of all, a musical instrument—40 years of continuous construction
and improvement by skilled workmen, its actual perfection of design—these have made it eager-
ly demanded in the tropics, in South Africa, and in England, as well as is in Canada. Its
quality is its salesman.

“DOMINION" "5t
Player-Pianos
are sold at moderate cost and on easy terms. For your benefit expense is covcentrated
on manufacture—on attaining perfection. Costly warerooms, professional testimonials, free
instruments to professionals—all are avoided. You get the most in actual musical value your
money can buy you. _You get the long service from the quality and workmanship and material
put into “Dominion’* Pianos, Organs or Player-pianos—each the best in thei own field. We

and our agents are at your service. Write us to-day—it isthe first step by which you can get
the greatest value in musical instruments.

Dominion Organ & Piano Co., Ltd.
) BOWMANVILLE, - Ont.

D ————————————— D
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LISTEN!

That’s what you ought to do—listen !

Not to mere claims which sound impressive and which are made alike for
all kinds of pianos. Nor to artists’ recommendations, which are too often
purchased for publicity purposes.

We’d like you to judge the

MASON & RISCH

~“The/]Pianofwith a'?Soul”

* by listening tosthe instrument itself, and 1 making an unprejudiced comparison
r,

T s SRS WSS (| = - ‘) " il at
with the best piano of any other make which you have ever heard.i _.§ —**
s &

Listen to the Mason & Risch in the homes of your friends where it has been
put to the test of continuous use for five, ten, twenty years or more. Ask them
if its tone lasts—judge for yourself by comparing the tone of a 20-year old
Mason & Risch with any new instrument.

Let the beautifully-balanced, clear, sweet, singing tone of the Mason &
Risch speak for itself—while you “listen”. JThat’s the safest, most satisfactory
pridg ; : ¢
way forjyou to determine your choice of a piano.

THE MASON & RISCH PIANO COMPANY,

LIMITED.
32 King Street West, Toronto.

We invitelyour critical examination of
the Mason & Risch at your leisure and

in quietness in our King Street Ware-
r Convenient instal t payments
arranged if desired and liberal allow-

ance made for old instruments taken
in exchange.
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Gerhard Heintzman

PIANO
PIANO OF PRESTIGE
THE possession of a high-grade

Piano is an indication of the
love of refined pleasure. It inspires
higher ideals and Iloftier motives
in the minds of all members of
the family, but you must have a
good piano, such as the

| Gerhard Heintzman { i

whose great reputation has been
earned not purchased.

If you have an old Piano or Organ
to exchange, we will take it in
part payment and give you liberal
terms for payment of the balance.

Our New Salerooms are at 41-43
Queen St. W., (opposite'City?Hall)

GERHARD HEINTZMAN,

Limited
TORONTO
Hc.uulton Salerooms B - 127 King St. E,

F ARt

Tl ]

= oy
<X
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‘ 8 THEN Paderewski,
Evyes ablaze,
Flirts with old Chopin’s

Polonaise

You say: “It's great!”

But you can play
A Gourlap-Angelus
That way.

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA‘AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA‘.AAAAAAAAA‘AAAAL“AA‘AAAAAAA‘AAAAAA
vvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvavvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvv
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DESCRIPTIVE LITERATURE SENT FREE ON REQUEST.

e

Gourlay, Winter & Leeming,

188 YONGE STREET, TORONTO

&

rsainoim, | 'ﬂ
i adikafit it} h

IF you have listened to
other Player Pianos
that are mechanical,
come and hear how
Artistic and Human
is the playing of the
Gourlay-Angelus.

AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA‘AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAA‘AAAAAAAAAAAAA
Vvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvvv
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“ale k. ¥ ® Suitable for all

two spicy lavers of K. T occasions
crisp hiscuit crusts with In tin boxes, 10c

» 3
icious cream flling, o 2 and 25c.
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A Christmas Special
Mooney’s Sugar Wafers

You will find them the daintiest treat you have ever
served to your family at Christmas Time.
These delightful confections have proved to be
great favorites and are now served in thousands
of homes in place of cake and pastry. There’s
a reason for this Sugar Wafer hunger—try
a package and note how crisp and dainty the
crusts are—how delicious the sweet Cream
Centres flavored with the real flavor of the
choicest fruits.

Mooney’s Sugar Wafers

The Dessert That is Asked For Again

Mooney’s Sugar Wafers are always good form—always appre-
ciated, and make a very acceptable gift at Christmas time.

In 10 and 25 cents Tins

'Have you tried our Chocolate Wafers? They are the
Sugar Wafer dipped in rich, smooth Chocolate; they give
that appetizing “Smack "—the Mooney taste. They also
make an acceptable gift for the Holiday Season.

THE MOONEY BISCUIT AND CANDY COMPANY, LTD.

Factories Stratford and Winnipeg



CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER 65

@

will give so much pleasure,
to so many people, for so
long a time, at so little cost,
as a

Columbia

I Grag hophone

Q)
) You will agree that whatever will bring added brightness
e and cheeifulness to your home and to those you love; whatever
9 will bring wholesome entertainment and amusement to the house-

hold is a thing to be greatlv desired.

The Columbia Graphophone carries these pleasures regularly
to many thousands of refined Canadian homes, affording to
all the members of the family many hours of keen enjoyment.
New records are issued every month covering the latest popular |

selections.
@ Columbia Phonograph Co., **aovio.onr. 5
(@._,.: | S

Let the Graphophone entertain you and your friends with
all that is best in music. It is the Christmas present of a
lifetime.

There is a Graphophone for you, $25 to $85
Grafonolas, $100 to $250

ASK FOR COMPLETE CATALOGUES

RO ST, wmmm— P
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THE PHONOLA
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For the Winter Nights

HE. PHONOLA is the ideal entertainer
It will sing,

for the long winter evenings.
talk or play for you.
There is no limit to the pleasure it will

give you and your friends.

Send for Illustrated Catalogue

Pollock Manufacturing Co., Lta.

Berlin, - Canada
oY (e e / ¢ ® o / ‘ \
s, ) ez S0\ W/ B[ (o ”\
P, aa® . 2 ;
G S &
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Established 1840

PIANOS

Nordheimer Pianos give perfect pleasure
to the performer as well as the listener—
representing the highest type of elegance and
the best standards of musical excellence and
durability.

15 King East Toronto
Branches in all leading cities
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Christmas Instrument an

EDISON PHONOGRAPH

Make it an EDISON because—
Ist—The Edison Phonograph has just the right volume of sound

for the home. It is not loud enough to be heard next door or loud enough to echo to the farthest corner of
the dealer’s salesroom, but in your home its sweet, modulated tones will entertain you and your family in a
way that never grows tiresome.

2d—The Edison Phonograph has a Sapphire Reproducing Point

that does not scratch, does not wear out and never needs changing, and which travels in the grooves of the
sensitive Edison cylinder Records, bringing out the sweet tone for which the Edison is famous.

3d—The Edison is the instrument that plays Amberol Records

—records playing twice as long as ordinary records and giving you all of all the world’s best music.

4th-The Edison Phonograph permits of home record making

—a most fascinating form of entertainment. It will record what you or your friends say, sing or play ané
then instantly reproduce it as clearly and accurately as it reproduces the Records of Edison artists.

These are a few of the Edison advantages. You want them in the instru-
ment you buy. 8o go to a dealer’s—there are Edison dealers everywhere
—and insist on hearing an Edison—the instrument that has been perfected
and is manufactured by Thomas A. Edison.

Edison Standard Records. .....oe.uuviinsin $ .40 There is an Edison Phonograph at a price to suit everybody's
Edison Amberol Records means, from the Gem at $16.50 to the Amberola at $240.00.

(play twice as long). . . . .65 Ask your dealer for complete catalogs of Edison Phonographs
Edison Grand Opera Records. . ...... $ .85 to 2.50 and Records, or write us.

NATIONAL PHONOGRAPH COMPANY, 6 LAKESIDE AVENUE, ORANGE, N.J, U.S. A.

With the Edison Business Phonograph you don’t hold up any one else’s work while your dictation is going on.
—
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l ( People seeking a Piano which has

a tone finer and more charming than
that of other pianos—which has also
case design of original elegance mn
finish and outline—will do well to

examine the new models of

OUR

Halnef Bros s
OF THE QUALITY OF OUR
g For over fifty years, among the few foremost SILVERWARE.
artistic pianos of America, the Haines Bros. Piano LOOK FOR IT WHEN SE-
s now manufnclu.rcd in Canada and sold in Toronto LECTING YOUR CHRISTMAS
at New York prices. GIFTS.
g IT STANDS FOR EVERY-

; THING THAT IS BEST IN
€ Write us for Catalogue, and' name of RICHNESS OF DESIGN AND
nearest dealer who has the Haines Bros. STYLE.

i ALL FIRST-CLASS JEWEL-
—_— LERS IN CANADA CARRY OUR
GOODS IN STOCK.
FOSTER-ARMSTRONG CO., L td. e
4 Queen East - Toronto
Standard Silver Co.
Canadian agents for LIMITED
CHICKERING & SONS PIANOS TORONTO
ART DEFT'CANADIAN MAGAZINE
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Many a mother depends
upon the portable
controlled heat of the
ERFECTIQ

SMOKELESS

Absolutely smokeless and odorless

g to raise the temperature of a bathroom
4 in the morning while bathing her baby.
She then raises the temperature of
the bed-room or nursery to the same
degree while getting the baby to bed. When she gives
the older children a warm bath and cold sponge in the
evening, again she uses the heater if the bathroom is not warm enough.

The trained nurse is always glad to see a Perfection Oil Heater in a
home where she is called. She knows that if it is required, she can
quickly raise the temperature of the sick room without annoyance to the
patient of smoke or odor if there is a Perfection Oil Heater in the home.

An indicator shows the amount of oil in the font. Filler-cap does not screw on;
but is put in like a cork in a bottle, and is attached by a chain. An autematic-
locking flame spreader prevents the wick from being turned high enough to
smoke, and is easy to remove and drop back so that it can be cleaned in an instant.

The burner body or gallery cannot become wedged, and can be unscrewed in an in-
stant for rewicking. Finished in japan or nickel; strong, durable, well-made; built for
service, and yet light and ornamental. Has a cool handle and a damper top.

Dealers Everywhere. If not at yours, write for descriptive circular to the nearest agency of the

The Imperial Oil Company

Limited
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KeepBaby.’s
Skin Clear

Mothers, do you realize the
importance of caring for baby’s
tender, easily irritated skin?
Neglect or unsuitable methods
may give rise to simple rashes
or tiny sores. Torturing, dis-
figuring humors follow and
threaten to become permanent.
Not only is Cuticura Soap the
purest and sweetest for baby’s
bath but, assisted by Cuticura
Ointment, it affords the
speediest and most economical
method of clearing baby’s skin
and scalp of eczemas, rashes,
itchings and irritations, and of
establishing a permanent condi-
tion of skin and hair health.

Cuticura Soap and Ointment are gold by
druggists everywhere., Potter Drug & Chem.
Corp., Sole Props., Boston, Mass, Send for iree
Cuticura Book on the care of skin and scalp.

The
Original
and
only
Genuine

Beware of
Imitations Sold
on the Merits

of

MINARD'S
LINIMENT

it costs bu

to equip

office, ftore, factory,
club or school with
the one cleanly, safe,
thief-proof system for
storing clothing, etc.,

D. L.
STANDARD
LOCKERS

Made of
STEEL

Compartments sepa-
rated by eel self-
ventilating partitions.
Sightly; Sanitary;
fire-proof.  Priced

low —consult Catalog
B. Where shall we
send it?

DENNIS WIRE & IRON WORKS
CO. Ltd., of LONDON, ONT.

TORONTO
106 Pacific Bldg.

VANCOUVER
615 Pender Street
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Wardrobe Trunks
Ladies’ Dress Trunks
Square Trunks
Basket Trunks
Centlemen’s Trunks
Combination Trunks
Steamer Trunks
Motor Trunks

Hat Trunks

Cents’ Fitted Suit
Cases

Ladies’ Filled Suit
Casas

Suit Cases

Ladies’ and Gent’s
Fitted Dressing
Bags

Gentlemen’s Deep
Club Bags

Ladies Deep Club
Bags

Brief Bags

Ladies’ Hand Bags

CATALOGUE
== No. 267 =

Our new Catalogue is
just coming from the press
and will be ready to mail
on or about November
20th. The most compre-
hensive and complete
Catalogue of Julian Sale
Goods yet issued  Write
for a copy.

We pay special attention
to Mail Orders.

Express charges paid to
all points in Ontario and
Quebec and liberal allow-
ance made on carriage to
other Canadian points.

“JULIAN SALE”

FINFE LEATHER GOODS

Ladies’ Strap Handle
Purses

Ladies’ and Gent’s
Card Cases

Bill Books and Folds
Cigar Cases
Tobacco Pouches
Manicure Sets
Music Holders
Writing Cases
Cuff and Collar Bexes
Flasks and Drinking
Cups
Thermos Bottles
Cillette Razors
Ladies’ Toilet Rolls

Ladies’ and Gents’
Dressing Cases

Military Brushes in
Case

Stick Pen Cases

Jewel Cases

And a hundred other
Leather Goods Lines

The Julian Sale Leather Goods Co., Ltd.

105 King Street West, - TORONTO, CANADA
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FEATURES

Fast Trains and Modern Equipment.
Double Track and Perfect Roadbed.

Pullman Sleeping Cars on Night Trains and Parlor
Library-cafe and Dining Cars on Day Trains.

' 5 Reaches all leading cities in Eastern Canada and the State of
Michigan and through direct connections with the leading
centres of the United States.

The INTERNATIONAL LIMITED, the finest and fastest train in Canada
runs daily from Montreal to Chicago, passing through ten of the leading
cities of Canada.

THE CRAND TRUNK RAILWAY SYSTEM

is the only line reaching

Two OF THE LEADINGCG HEALTH RESORTS
IN AMERICA

“ST. CATHERINES WELL ”—The Famous Salt Springs, St. Catherines, Ont.
“MOUNT CLEMENS, Mich.”—* The Mineral Bath City.”

Both of these places are Famous Health Resorts.

Write to J. D. McDonald, Union Station, Toronto, or to J. Quinlan, Bonaventure Station, Montreal, for
finely illustrated descriptive advertising matter of these resorts giving all information, hotel rates, etc.
W, E. DAVIS, G. T. BELL, GEO. W. VAUX,

Passenger Traffic Mgr., Asst. Pass, Traffic Mgr., General Pass. Agent
MONTREAL; MONTREAL, MONTREAL,
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ALLAN LINE

ROYAL MAIL STEAMERS

ESTABLISHED 1854

ST. JOHN and HALIFAX to LIVERPOOL
600 Miles shorter distance than from New York.

TURBINES AND TWIN SCREW STEAMERS .

The  Table » of the Allan Line is famous for its excellence. It suits the most
fastidious taste.  As regards attention to all the wants of passengers the motto of the
Pagsenger Department is ¢ We Study to Please’’. On deck, discipline, order and clean-
liness prevail. ‘¢ Eternal Vigilance " is the watchword. Elegant accomodation.

Turbine Steamers VICTORIAN, VIRGINIAN, 12,000 Tons.

New Twin Screw Steamers, CorsICAN, HESPERIAN, and GRAMPIAN,

11,000 and 10,000 Tons.

CHRISTMAS SAILINGS

VicTorIAN from St. John, Dec., gth, Halifax Dec. r1oth.
GRAMPIAN from St. John direct, Thursday Dec. 15th.
Saloon $80.00 and $70.00, upwards.

Second Saloon $50.00 and $47.50.

THE ALLAN LINE SEND FOR H. & A. ALLAN
TORONTO CIRCULARS MONTREAL
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| The Royal Line

Canadian Northern Steamships Limited

Sailing fortnightly from Montreal and Quebec—Winter sailings from Halifax—to Bristol,
England are the fastest and finest appointed steamers sailing between Canada and Great

Britain. They hold the Canadian

Transatlantic Record
5 days, 20 hours, Bristol to Quebec

Christmas Sailings from Halifax, N.S.
ROYAL EDWARD, Wed. Dec. 7th. ROYAL GEORGE, Wed. Dec. 14th.

THE STEAMERS

“Royal Edward”

AND

“Royal George”

are driven by the mewest type of turbine engines, insuring a maximum of speed and minimum
of vibration. Their equipment is the finest ever seen in the St. Lawrence—large state rooms,
spacious social apartments, sheltered promenade decks, artistic furnishings, perfect service, and
ventilation by thermo-tank system.

For full particulars of rates, sailings, etc., write H. C. Boulier, General Agent, Toronto, Ont.;
Guy Tombs, Acting General Passenger Agent, Cananian Northern Steamships, Limited,
Montreal ; or Wm. Stapleton, General Agent, Winnipeg, Man.
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IMPROVED TRAIN SERVICE TO

MONTREAL

OTTAWA

Canadian Pacific Railway

Leave North Parkdale - 2 . 9.16 p.m. Daily
Leave West Toronto - - 9.30 p.m. £ ciin
Arrive NORTH TORONTO - - 940 pm. ( ¢ dp
Leave NORTH TORONTO - . 10.00 p.m. . g

Arrive Montreal 7.00 a.m., Ottawa 6.50 a.m. Through Sleepers for Montrealﬁand Ottawas
Passengers may remain in Sleepers until 8.00 a.m.

SLEEPING CAR ACCOMODATION HELD AT

Toronto City Office . Main 6680 North Toronto Station . N. 372l
King Edward Hotel . Main 4098 West Toronto Station . Jct. 403

Northhound YONGE STREET CARS run direct to NORTH TORONTO
STATION

Trains Iv. TORONTO UNION DEPOT for Montreal and Ottawa
9.02 a.m, and 10.30 p.m. daily. Through sleepers for both points,

WM, STITT, R. L, THOMPSON,
Cen. Pass. Agt., MONTREAL District Pass. Agt, TORONTO
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Beautiful in the Extreme

is the view from Parker's Hotel, Naples. In the foreground the Villa Residences of Naples' finest suburb: beyond
the City and the Bay. A magnificent panorama of uninterrupted loveliness with Vesuvius—Grey Beacon of

Antiquity—still keeping watch and ward over the

MOST BEAUTIFUL CITY IN THE WORLD

NAPLES-PARKER’S HOTEL

Private Suites with Baths, Up-to-date in every respect, In the
healthjest part of the town, Cuisine excellent, Sanitation perfect.

QUEBEC STEAMSHIP COMPANY

(LIMITED)

TWIN SCREW LINE NEW YORK TO BERMUDA

WIRELESS TELEGRAPHY AND BILGE KEELS.

S.S. “BERMUDIAN” 5,600 tons at 10 a.m., 10th and 24th December.
FARE ¥ $40 AND UPWARDS

NEW YORK AND WEST INDIA LINE.

NEW YORK to ST. THOMAS, ST. CROIX, ST. KITTS
ANTIGUA, GUADELOUPE, DOMINICA, MARTINIQUE,
ST. LUCIA, BARBADOES and DEMERARA.

S.S. ‘“GUIANA,” (new), 3,700 tons, S.S. “PARIMA’’, 3,000 tons, S.S.
“KORONA,” 3,000 tons, Sailings from New York, 13th and 27th December at
2 p.m., and every alternate Tuesday thereafter at 2 p.m.

For further information. apply to

A.F. WEBSTER & CO. COR. KING AND YONCE 8TS., THOS COOK & 80N 65 YONGE ST. TORONTO
A. E. OUTERBRIDGE & CO., CENERAL ACENTS, 29 BROADWAY NEW YORK.

QUEBEC STEAMSHIP COMPANY LIMITED, - QUEBEC.
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{ side trips, and proceeding by subsequent steames
{ are allowed, Passengers are not required to book
{ for the entire cruise, as arrangements may be made to return

THE NILE

~. ALEXANDRIA

——

-

S —— ~
- —

R

BY THREE or THE M05'r Luxumous
STEAMSHIPS IN THE WORLD

CARMANIA %57
S~  FRANCONIA"#i%:
" ITERRANE RS s CARONIA
Carte dining serv: CANTEA : __ 20,000 Tons

ice without additional charge.
Stop-overs, afferding opportunities for

by either the Lusitania or Mauretania from Liverpool, thereby enabling one to

{ tour Central Europe at a considerable saving in both time and expense.

From New York during the Winter Season of 1910-1911 as follows:

| “CARMANIA,” January 7th, 1911 | Calling at MADEIRA, GIBRALTAR,

- - IERS VILLEFRANCHE or
CARONIA, January 21st, 1911 GE\’OA NAPLES ALEXANDRIA

| “CARMANI',” February 18th, 1911 : and FIUME*

*Omits call at Fiume on Feb. and
“FRANCON'A,” March, 11th, 1911 March trips.

“Sailing List,”” ‘‘Rate Sheet'" and ‘'Steamer th as well as_ Bookl:ls ‘A New Way to

the Old Warld," "Mednen’anenn Egyptian-Adriatic Cruises,”" *‘Caronia-Carmania” and

Franconia’ may be secured en application at any of the Company's offices or mzenclet

CUN ARD LlNE 21-24 State St. Boston, Philadelphia, Chicago, £t. i.ouis, Minneapolis,

New York SanFrancisco, Toronto, Momreal Winnipeg, or Local Agts.
The above steamers are fitted with submarine signal apparatus und with
arconi’s system of wireless telegraphy.
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White Star-Dominion

(Canad'an Service)

Royal Mail Steamships : Largest and Most Modern
Steamers in the Canadian Trade

R. M*S. “LAURENTIC”, Triple Screw. R.M.S. “MEGANTIC”, Twin Screw.
Latest production of the shipbuilders’ art; passenger elevator serving four decks
Every detail of comfort and luxury of present day travel. Superb accommodation
for First, Second and Third class passengers.

REGULAR SAILINGS
Portland, Halifax, Liverpoosl
“LAURENTIC” December 3rd } Christmas sailings calling at
“CANADA”  December 1oth Halifax for passengers only.
“DOMINION”’ December 24th ; January 28th; March 25th
¢ CANADA” Jauuary 14th ; Feb. 18; March 18th; April 15th
“MEGANTIC” Mar. 4th; April 1st; April 2g9th

MODERATE RATE SERVICE

2= == R.M.S. Dominion
One Class Cabin Steamer (called second class)

R.M.S. Canada

On these steamers passengers receive the best the steamers afford at a very moderate
rate ; they are very largely patronized by those making a trip to the Old Country, who
wish to secure comfort at a moderate expenditure. Third Class passengers are also
carried and berthed in two and four berthed rooms.

For particulars apply to Agents or Company’s Offices.

TORONTO 7 WINNIPEG . MONTREAL
14.King Street E. 205 McDermott Ave. 11 Nofre Dame St. W

Amid  [L | P. &B.
The . | L S Steamers
Tropical T e : . i | Were
Islands ? o, : 3 = 5 : oy i Never

of Wi S . e ' . i So

The =, ; ' : s Popular

South : Ry | gl i - & Before

q It is only a couple of days after you leave Halifax for the Tropics before you forget that you
have left zero weather, for you are enjoying delightful summer days on the deck of a splendid, large
steamer with nothing to do but have a good time. Congenial fellow passengers, obliging officers
and stewards and a cuisine that is unexcelled—all these tend to popularise this trip.  Every twelfth
day from Halifax one of the steamers leaves and is gone nearly six weeks.  Ask for information.

THE ROBERT REFORD CO. LTD. PICKFORD & BLACK R. M. MELVILLE
MONTREAL HALIFAX TORONTO
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R s .

Thats e Grand Ganyon 5777
leona, AT.QS F.Ry System,

1081 Railway Exchange, Umat‘o

You can éo there in a Pullman to the vim
at E1 Tovar,en route to Sunny Cahforma
on the train of lup{ur:)r

Che Cahfor L1m1‘rec1
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Table d’hote

BREAHKFAST
75 cents

LUNCHEON
75 cents

DINNER
$1.00

ON AN

INTERCOLONIAL RAILWAY

Dining Car are frequently commented
upon and ALWAYS FAVORABLY

Through Diners on Maritime Express, leaving Montreal, Bonaventure
Union Depot, 12.00 noon daily except Saturday for

Quebec, St. John, Halifax and the Sydneys
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WHY NOT VISIT

Atlantic City, N.J.

America’s Greatest and Most Popular Health and
Pleasure Resort

STOP AT THE

Modern High-Class Homelike Excellent
Table and Serv.ce

Splendid location. Centre of all attractions.
Exceptionally well equipped for the comfort
of guests all the year round. Elevator. Sun
parlors. Private baths. Refined surround-
ings. Suitable for ladies unaccompanied.
Social diversions. Orchestra. Capacity 500.

$2.00 up daily. American plan. Write
for rates and illustrated art folder of house.

A. CONRAD EKHOLM, Owner and Proprietor

(ECYPT
THE NILE
HOLY LAND

CAIRO, FIRST
CATARACT, KHARTOUM

Cooks luxurious Nile Steamers
sail from Cairo few every days
during the season, Special pri-
v testeamers and dahabeahs for
families and small parties.

ANNUAL SERIES OF TOURS TO
ECYPT, HOLY LAND, LEVANT, Etc.

Select tours leave Jan. 7, 11, 21, 25; Feb. 4, 18, 22;
March 11.

AROUND THE WO®RLD
Last departure of the 39th Annual Series of Tours de
luxe Around the World, Jan. 7, 1911. Tour limited to
12 members. Six months’ leisurely travel, visiting
Egypt, Northern and Southern India, Burma, Ceylon,
Straits Settlements, Chiaa, Japan and Honolulu.
Illustrated descriptive programmes from

THOS. COOK & SON
65 Yonge Street, Traders Bank Bld’g, Toronto, Canada
NEW YORK. BOSTON, 332 Washington St.
PHILADELPHIA, 137 So. Broad St. CHICAGO, 234 So. Clark St.
SAN FRANCISCO, 686 Market St. MONTREAL, ETC.

140 Offices Abroad. Established 1841,
Cook’s Travellers’ Cheques

Are Good All Over the World J

“The, 7Y
Doy 9es o Dowanee 1

| PANAMAZCOVOMBIAVENEZUELA
3 Cruises de Luxe

BY THE
Magnificent New Twin-8crew 8.S.

66 99 11,073
A Y ON” 1ius
The only steamer cruising in the West Indies espe-

cially constructed for service in the Tropics

Sailing from New York

JAN. 21-:7 0.y $140 and up
FEB. 18- v=»s $150 and up
MAR, 25-:00e5» $85 and up

BERMUDA
11-Day All-Expense Tours—§$66 and UP
Available to Dec. 31, including 7 days’
hotel, shore excursions, etc.
CUBA
Weekly, Service to Antilla (Nipe Bay)
TOURS $90 and up
Visiting Bermuda, Santiago and Cama-
guey, returning via Havana or Jamaica.

JAMAICA, PANAMA

TRINIDAD, BARBADOS, Eto.
Tours by Company’s regular mail steam-
ers, 6,000 tons; excellent cuisine,orchestra.

SANDERSON & SON *'"\t.Von*"

149 La Salle St., Chicagro,
W. H. Eaves, N.E.P.A, 200 Washington 8t,,Boston




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

> Venezuela e
L} Panama Canal

American
by the Line

V.
%

S.S“NEW YORK” |

(twin-screw —10,800 tons)

Leaving New York

| January283March4, 19l

3| DAYSFACH

$ISOAND P

EQUIPPED WITH
Wireless, Submarine Signals, Swimiming Pool,
Electric Fans in every Room,
Dark Room, Motor Launches, Orchestra. ete.

A luxurious sea voyage of 6820 knots, affording
294 hours ashore. Optional excursions, includin,
across the Isthmus, across Cuba, along the Camj
Route, etc.

Send for Further Particulars to

PLEASURE CRUISE DEPT.? SROADWAY

Or Boston, Chicago. Minneapolis, Montreal, New [
Orleans, Philadelphia, Seattle, St. Louis, San Fran-

cisco, Toronto, Washington, Winnipeg,

St. Denis Hotel

Broadway and Eleventh Street
NEW YORK
European Plan —— Convenient Location
WILLIAM TAYLOR & SON
The Convenient Location, Tasteful, Appointment
Reasonable Charges, Courteous Attendance, and
Cuisine of Exceptional Excellence are Character.
istics of this Hotel, and have Secured and Retained
for it a Patronage of the Highest Order,

LEATHER GOODS

We have in Stock the Finest Assortment of

LADIES’ BAGS

New Designs, New Leather, True Value

BROWN BROS. vmiren

51-53 Wellington Street West, Toronto
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' JAMAICA & WES
Sl e ke

¥

All of these islands of "Perpetual June" are easily and comfortably reached
under the most pleasant conditions upon the splendid "Prinz" and other
steamers of the Atlas Service of the :

Hamburg-American Line

Weekly sailings to Cuba, Jamaica, Panama, South and Central America. ~ Cruises of 23 and 25 days dura-
tion, $135 and $140. Also tours including hotel expenses. irect service between New York and Havana
by the S.3. Hamburg 11000 tons. Through tickets to and from West Coast Poiuts. Three special cruises
to the West Indies, Spanish Main, Panama Canal and Bermuda, by the S.5. Moltke 12500 tons, largest
steamer going to the West Indies this winter. Two cruises of 28 daysduration, leaving January 24 and Feb-
ruary 25, Cost $150 and up. Spring cruise of 16 days duration, leaving March 28, Cost $85 and up.

LOlher cruises to the Orient, South America, Around the World, up the Nile, etc. I
Guide and Travel books for sale.  Send for illustrated booklet
HAMBURG-AMERICAN LINE, 41-45 Broadway, New York

Philadelphia Boston Pittsburg Chicago St. Louis San Francisco

Hotel Martinique

BROADWAY, 32d AND 33d Sts, NEW YORK CITY

IN THE HEART OF THINGS—HIGH CLASS FIREPROOF HOTEL

Handsomely furnished, all outside rooms, with every modern appoint-
ment, one block from new Penn Depot, near all leading department
stores and theatres.

ROOMS WITH PRIVILEGE OF BATH $|,50 per Day and Up
ROOMS WITH PRIVATE BATH $z,50 per Day and Up

The highest class of accommodations at modem rates.
The new addition will be completed on September 14,
giving hotel capacity of 600 rooms and 400 baths.

WALTER CHANDLER, Jr. - MANAGER
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"‘"“HAT MAKES
=X GOOD PIPE
JOBACCO)) vl

a great deal
depends upon that, but experience counts for more.

Experience in selecting the best leaf, in the proper

curing and in the right blending. In the entire
»process of manufacturing, from
‘field to pipe,

receives the benefit of fifty years

of “know how” in tobacco

making. You would naturally

expect that on this basis alone,

Orinoco tobacce would be gocd

It is. Made exciusively frem the KaaldiZoss.
finest sun-cured Virginia leaf, it is mild, cool and
fragrant, cannct bile the tongue and gives a sweet,
clean, ccmforting smoke right from start to finish.

Pass ten cents over the counter to your dealer to

day—say * Orinoco”—and get acquainted with the
*finest tobaccojyou ever drew on.

" In tins and packages
Sold by most ewery dealer in Canada

TUCKETT LIMITED, HAMILTON, ONTARIO
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THE Famous

R QY0 Lemp

Once a Rayo user, always one

The Rayo Lamp isa igh-grade lamp,
sold at a low price.

It gives the white, soft, mellow, diffused light, which
is easiest on the eye; and you can use your eyes
for hours under Rayo light without eye strain,
because there is no flicker. The Rayo Lamp may
be lighted without removing shade or chimney.
This season’s burner adds strength and appear-
ance. You may pay $5, $10, or $20 for lamps
other than the Rayo and get more costly
decorations, but you cannot get a better
light than the low-priced Rayo gives.

Dealers Everywhere. If not at yours, write to the
nearest agency of the

The Imperial Oil
Company

Limited.
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The New Time-Saving Desk
for Busy Office People

§¢ FFICE SPECIALTY " System Desks are the direct result of the demand for an office

desk in which papers can be filed for instant reference, the same as in a Filing Cabinet,
instead of being stuffed into the ordinary box drawers with which so many office desks are made,
These new System Desks are handsomely made in Quarter-Cut Oak. They bave a Letter Size
Vertical Drawer on the left hand side, a Card Drawer for 5 x 3 cards and a larger Drawer for
catalogues on the right hand side.

The above illustration gives a splendid idea of bow convenient it is to have the business
papers you use filed close at hand. We will send any of the three styles listed below to your
address for approval—send the desk back if you do not like it.

No. V5432, Quarter-Cut Qak, 54 in. wide, 32 in. deep, $30.00
No. V6036, Quarter-Cut QOak, 60 in. wide, 36 in. deep, $35.00
No. V6038, Quarter-Cut Qak (extra heavy), 60 in. wide, 38 in. deep, $50.00

~ {FFICE SPECIALTY MF6.4D.

LIMITED

Head Office: 97 Wellington St. West, - TORONTO, CANADA

BRANCHES: Halifax, 44 Granville St., Montreal, 259;St. James St., Ottawa, 143 Sparks St.,
Winnipeg, 223 McDermot Ave., Calgary, 325 8th Ave.,;Regina, P.”O. Box 999, Hamilton, 33
Nightingale St.,, Quebec P. O. Box 226, Vancouver, 611 Pender St.
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REO “THIRTY” $1500

(Top and Automatic Windshield extra)

You are entitled to proof of reliability, and you get it in the
Reo.

You can make sure of almost everything else by ‘looking at
the car or taking a good ride in it.

Looking tells you that the Reo is handsome, well-built, thoroughly
equipped. Riding shows you that it has all the speed and power
you ,want, is off like a thoroughbred as soon as you open the
throttle, is quiet, smooth running, and comfortable to an extent you
never before experienced. And, knowing the light weight of the
Reo, you will realize that it costs very little to maintain. -

The thing that does'nt show is reliability. ~ You need proof
of that.

The Reo has absolute proof. No car could make that trip
from New York to San Francisco in 104 days and nights, keeping
steadily at it, if it did’'nt have the “stuff” in it.

P38 The Reo}hasga[Jlot¥moreZproof, but thatiis enoughrﬂ
= 1 188 Send for the New 191 I, Catalog,lalso  Coast to Coast in Ten Days. B

Reo[]Motor@Car Co[of Canada

“ LIMITED 1 iyt

Sk, CATHERINES - ONTARIO
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60 Many Women the most puzzling
\ ¥ ® s (13
problem that Christmas brings is “What shall
. )
| get him?

The list of possibilities seems surprisingly small, and as you run over them,
and over them again, nothing seems to quite suit. It is SO MUCH HARDER to buy
for a man than » woman, Wait a minute! Have you thought of the GILLETTE
Safety Razor? THAT'S a gift worth while.

A GILLETTE, whether Standard Set, Pocket Edition or Combination Set, in
gold or silver plate or gunmetal finish, LOOKS GOOD—and IS GOOD. To the man
who has used the old open-blade razor or a make-shift safety, the GILLETTE is a
revelation of comfort and convenience.

““But,”’ you object, ‘‘ he always goes to the barber.”

Does he? Then he wastes a week’s time or more every year, to say nothing of
money. The GILLETTE will give him a clean, comfortable shave in three minutes,
every morning in the year. :

You see the GILLETTE habit is well worth encouraging.

Your hardware dealer, druggist or jeweler can show you a splendid selection ot
GILLETTES. StandardSets, $§, Pocket Editions, $§ to §6, Combination Sets from $6.50 up.

Gillette Safety Razor Co. of Canada, Limited
Office and Factory—63 St. Alexander St., Montreal.
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BIPLANE
2% in.

MONOPLANE
234 in.

Here is a style of perfect balance—

smart in appearance, convenient to button and
unbutton and with ample space for the tying of
the scarf. Biplane will be the correct style of the
season. It can be had only in

L CORD
Buttonholes
are easy-to-button
and unbutton,and
they aon't tear

out.

Our styles can
be copied, but not
our Buttonholes.

Collars

and because it has the Linocord Button-
holes it will retain its original shape,
remain the size that it is stamped, and
save the wearer all annoyance from a
slovenly, ill-fitting collar.

Write for our booklet ‘‘AVIATION,’’

and also for ‘‘What’s What’’—the

encyclopeedia of correct dress.

IDE Shirts—$1.50 and upwards.

GEO. P. IDE & CO.,465River St., Troy,N.Y.

In Canada Silver Brand Collars are 3 for 50c.
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“De giGht ting fog de
Mlssus Christmas (’i’llft

A WOMAN appreciates a sensible
gift from her husband or son at
Christmas. Nothing will give her more
pleasure than an article that will relieve
her of the back- breaklng and nerve- rackmg

Such an article is the

New Century Washer

N- This washer is made in four styles, for hand or motor power, and
‘\Y, \ =\ each style is finished with the greatest regard for eflective work.
All are mounted on steel ball bearings, fitted with powerful oil-
tempered springs that carry the load and do most of the work.
The tubs are large standard size, made of carefully selected
Louisiana swamp cypress, ribbed like a wash board, and on
ingide rustproof steel rings prevents warping or leaking.
Thousands are in use in ]
every part of Canada,and

every owner is delighted.

N
Q"
\

>
We would like to mail you a copy of
« Aunt Salina Wash Day Philosophy.” )
It is full of valuable wash day hints, >
which every woman should know,
whether she uses the New Cen-
tury-or not. Send us your name | |
and address.

WHY YOU SHOULD USE A WASHING MACHINE

Wash women and laundries will use chemicals and

Nothing breaks down most women'’s health more
acids that eat up the clothes and ruin the colors if

quickly than washing. It makes them look old.

It makes them cross, tired and ugly. It spoils their
disposition.

Nothing pleases a man so much as to come at
night and find his wife cheerful, fresh and smiling,
which she cannot be after a hard day’s washing
or a quarrel with the ‘‘wash lady.’

1t solves the servant question—you can get cheaper
help and keep them longer by having the New
Century Washer in your laundry.

you send your washing out, in spite of all that you
can do to prevent them.

There is great danger in sending your washing to
the laundries, as your clothes are mixed with the
washing coming from all kinds of homes—disease
laden, many of them, Many disease germs are ac-
celerated in warm water, and disease is thus carried
into your home,

For sale by dealers everywhere or direct.

CUMMER-DOWSWELL, LIMITED

HAMILTON, ; -

- ONTARIO
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Wiliam
Holiday Packages

Christmas presents that will delight
everybody—everywhere

Vs

Williams’ Trios and Quartet are '
the names given to the very beau-

tiful packages containing different
assortments of Williams’ famous

Shaving Stick, Talc Powder and

other toilet luxuries, especially
designed for holiday gifts for both

men and women.

Get these useful and artistic
packages from your dealer. If he Williams’ Trio for the Man
fails to supply you, write us im- who Shaves Himself contains:
mediately for full information and  One Williams® Shaving Stick

N ol it 4 One c¢an Violet Supreme Talcum Powder
full-color illustrations. One cake Jersey Cream Soap in silver-plated

Williams” Quartet—for ]
anybody,anywhere—contains: Williams’ Trio for My Lady’s

One 6-oz. Bottle Toilet Water—Rose, Violet : .
05T il Dressing Table contains:

One can Dentalactic Tooth Powder One can Violet Supreme Talcum Powder

One can Violet Supreme Talcum Powder One can Dentalactic Tooth Powder

One cake Jersey Cream Soap iu silver-plated One cake Jersey Cream Soap in silver-plated
soap box soap box

Address THE J. B. WILLIAMS COMPANY, 100 Addison St., Glastonbury, Conn. v.8.A.
Made by the makers of Williams’ Shaving Stick and Talc Powder

v,
e
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How to Prevent Them

To many this is a puzzling and much vexed
question—and yet it is much simpler to prevent
than to cure.
EVERY WOMAN, every one in fact, who appreci-
ates smooth hands, and who cares to escape the
unpleasant soreness which a chapped skin causes,
should use

“Shell Brand”

Castile Soap

Made only by

“Couret Freres,” Marseilles, France.
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This is one of the purest and most refined of ***
3 i
Castile Soaps. o
Such a soap, used always, tends to pre- **i?
vent chaps, roughness and soreness of ¥
the skin. i?’**
To use. WSI.’m water and to th(larou‘gh]y dry *** <RADE MARj
the skin will be found great aids in the *** 7
prevention of this common complaint. #gc ;i N
See it bears the name “La Coquille” as Z///[ IS
well as the brand. -12"** 4 ,;"'i_ I _ ‘
SOLD EVERYWHERE 2 LR
"SHELL BRAND"
e He e A A AN (LA COQUILLE)

AGENTS FOR CANADA, ARTHUR P. TIPPET & CO., MONTREAL
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» BE YOUR OWN TAILOR.

You can measure yourself or get a friend to
measure you with absolute accuracy. We positively
guarantee this, not merely in words, but by our.

definite undertaking to fit you perfectly from
your own measurements, or in the unlikely
event of our failing to do so we readily
refund every penny of your purchase money.
Will your own tailor guarantee such a thing ?
Our specialised system for taking self-
measures ensures perfect results,and we have
to-day on our books thousands of gratified
and. satisfied customers residing in- Canada
who constantly mail us their orders; many
of them we have never seen, but their
needs, tastes, requirements- even to the
shape of their figures—are all registered
in our books. We are anxious to enlist

your confidence in a like manner,

SEND FOR FREE PATTERNS

We know we-are able to please you
because we please all our customers,
and because our perfect equipment and
huge business facilities enable us to
give you something in the way of
service and value that you are not likely
to get from any other tailoring stores in
the world. This is not a mere idle
boast, but positive fact, attested by
thousands of customers all over the
world.

$20 SUIT TO MEASURE FOR $8 60

At least, this is what our customers say of
it. Your money will be returned if you are
not satisfied.

NOTE WELL: — ** There's comfort in the Curzon Cut.”

Every garment produced by us is an
embodiment ‘of grace. Our garments are
really tailored. Apart from the question of
quality of fabric, the * Curzon tailoring
alone imparts an air of distinction to a
man's clothes. It is something to be

*CURZON"” CLAD.

Fill in a post card and address same to us

as below, asking for our latest assortment of

materials. Together with patterns, we send you fashion-plates and complete instructions for

accurate self-measurement, tape measure, all sent free and carriage paid. We dispatch your order
within seven days, and if you do not approve, return the goods, and we will refund the money.

SUIT or OVERCOAT to MEASURE
Carriage and Duty Paid, from $8.60.

The World’s
Meoeasure Tailors.

(Dept. 138 60/62 CITY ROAD, LONDON, ENGLAND.
& Address for Patterns:
CURZON BROS., c/o The Clougher Syndicate (Dept. 138), ™
450 Confederation Life Buildings, TORONTO.

Please mention this paper.




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

SIMPSON

Buy Your
Chr'lstmas
Presents

We Pay Delivery Charges on Every Article in this Christmas Catalogue to any Destination in Canada

How far will my Christmas Money Go?

You Will Be Asking That Question Soon

It will go much further than you think—if you order your
gifts from this Special Christmas Catalogue—just issued.

Suppose you could take your time about
your Christmas buying—wouldn’t your
money go twice as farasif spent in a few
hurried, crowded shopping hours?

Think of spending a whole day—a week
—in our great store—looking over our
extensive stocks, comparing prices and
making out lists of the presents you
would like to buy.

That’s just what you do when you buy
through Simpson’s Special Christmas
Catalogue.

We have a copy of the catalogue for you,
just waiting for your name and address.
It’s free—send for it now.

WE PAY DELIVERY CHARGES on
every article shown in our Christmas
Catalogue. You buy just as cheaply as
though you lived right here in Toronto,
and you ship the goods back aZ our ex-
pense if you don’t like them when they
arrive—and get your money back. 'This
means, of course, that we are going to
be very careful about sending exactly
what you order.

Our general mail order catalogue enables
you to buy—at Toronto prices—almost
anything shown in our great store. We
also pay delivery charges on all goods
shown in our General catalogue with the
exception of a very few heavy, bulky
articles.

Just write on a post card: ““Please send me Christmas Catalogue No. 37 .”’
We will send it by return mail, prepaid.

Robert SIMIPSON g™

TORONTO
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Sectional  Bookcases

are
made in many
Styles

They
will fit

any Space or any Place

We will send you absolutely free our handsome catalogue showing the many styles and com
binations possible with the “MACEY.”

They have advantages possessed by no others

rimoss - (CANADA I'-URNITUREMANUFA CTURERS " Yo

LiMITED NOTHING

General Offices, WOODSTOCHK, ONT.
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FOR STORM QR SUNSHINE,

FASHION-CRAFT

Combination Coat
FOR FALL AND WINTER

¢ No harness or hooks—easily adjust-

ed—No freak, but a high grade gar-

ment of utility. € Made in all classes

of materials and suitable for all seasons.
Prices $15.00 to $35.00

SHOP OF

[Jashion (%
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“§0-COZY' are the Slippers you
have always wanted for the bedroom--
for the drawing room—for the evening:
at home—really restful, comfortabie
and attractive,

Mustang ‘‘Never-Slip” Sole--withcard-
ed cotton wool cushion, and heavy felt
inner sole. ''he uppers are finished in
the softest leathers, in dainty colors, with
or without pom-poms.

Best Dealers all seil the ¢‘S0-COSY’’
or we will mail anywhere in Canada on
receipt of $1.25, naming size of shoe
and color desired.

(For an extra 2rc. we will send them
in a epecial dainty box for Christmas
presentation.)

We have an illustrated booklet free for
the asking. Write us about it.

THE HURLBUT CO. LIMITED
PRESTON, ONT. 1

A New

Violet
Lqull'y

All the exquisitely
sweet fragrance ofa
bed of violetsiscon=
tained in our new,
delightful Valley
Violet. Fastidious
women of conser=
vative tastes who find the majority of per-
fumes too heavy for their liking will be
charmed with its clean, persistent odor.

Wonderfully delicate, yet lasting, its elu-
sive sweetness is as difficult to resist as a
breath of flower scented air straight from
the gardens of Old France. A drop on the
hair, clothing or handkerchief is the fitting
culmination of a dainty toilet.,

Valley Violet

is attractively put up in pretty packages and
sold by all good dealers,

More pronounced in character, but no less
charming are our Persian Bouquet, Trianon,
American Beauty and Spring Hyacinth.

Highly concentrated and lasting, they yet
possess all the delicate sweetness and true
floral fragrance of the fresh flowers theme
selves, Packed in art boxes, suitable for
gift or personal use,

Manufactured by
John Taylor & Company, Limited
Perfumers and Soap Makers
®n Toronto . . Canada

has been familiar to users of high-class
knitting wools for a century and a quar-
ter. Itisthe mark of Baldwin’s famous

BEEHIVE WOOLS

AND STANDS FOR

Quality Comfort & Durability
See that each Skein of Beehive Wool carriesa ticket
with the Beehive Trade Mark. This markis a
guammee of reliability. Send for our free booklet
* Beehive Wools and their Uses.”

J, & J, BALD W IN, Halifax.
h and Partners, Ltd. Eng.

FOR A HOME OR INVESTMENT
Mississtppl FruiTand Truck Farms grow three erops
er year and net $200. to $600. per acre. Beautiful
ocation 3 miles from Lucedale, the County Seat.
Splendid R.R. and shirpiug facilities. Fertile soil
for oranges, figs, pecans, strawberries and vege-
tables. Perfect climate, ample rainfall. 5 acres
will make yor independent for life. You can buy
5 acres cleared for §210. Cash $10., bal. monthly.
Write to-day.

EUBANK FARMS CO. 73 Keystone Bank Bldg, Pittsburg, Pa,

Can read Music AT SIGHT.

Perhaps not; then you should have learnt
from

Dekins” =, 5
Pianoforte Cutor;

ENGLISH AND FOREIGN FINGERING
“ Of all Music Sellers, 60c. post free.
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GREEN PEAS ALL THE YEAR
ROUND

MacGreegor’s limported Marrowfat Peas
are the latest addition to the dinner table of Canadian homes,
and only want to be once tried, to insure their constant use.

A Ten Cent package of MacGreegor's Imported Marrowfat
Peas, when cooked, swell to twice their original size, and
contain more, than two cans of ordinary Peas.

In addition to being more economical, than canned Peas,
they have the appearance aud flavor of

Green Peas, Freshly Gathered From the Garden

SPECIAL OFFER

If your Grocer does not Stock MacGreegor's Imported Marrowfat
Peas, send us his name and addres:, together with 10c. in stamps,
and we will mail you a full size pnckage by return.

MAcGREEGOR SPECIALITY COMPANY

*mporters of Good Things to Eat

TORONTO, = - - ONTARIO

JUST OUT!

New Radiant Toaster

Nickle Plated, 6 foot cord, Switch
and Plug. Price, $4.00 each, express
prepaid.

Notice new method of operation—
most heat at least cost.

This is the most complete toaster
ever invented, no need for cold hard toast
for your breakfast. An ideal Christmas
present. If pot satisfactory after 10 days
trial, money refunded. Worite to-day—

Radiant Electric Manufacturing Co., L.
Dept. C.M., 35 Adelaide Street West, TORONTO
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Ball
Bearing

Washer

—+

A washer guaranteed to take out all the
dirt and leave the clothes snowy white.

Runs on ball bearings and driven by
steel springs, with a littlz assistance from
the operator. Per‘ected to the minutest
detail. Can be supplied through our agents
or direct to any address.

Write for booklet.

J. H. CONNOR & SONS Limited,
OTTAWA, 2= CANADA.

Discriminating ale drinkers prefer
Crosgrave’'s Pale Ale because is pos-
sesses the characteristics sought and
appreciated by those who know what
good ale should be,

Bottled at the Brewery
On Sale at all Hotels and Dealers

The Cosgrave Brewery
Co. of Toronto, Limited
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A Perfect BreaKfast

drink, that with its delicious
aroma and flavor tempts the
most capricious appetite, and
with its full richness satisfies
the hungriest map, is

SUCHARD’s
CocCoA

It is a food as well as an
appetizing drink, for the
selected cocoa-beans of which
Suchard’s is made are richer
in nutriment than even meat
or bread. Suchard’s is the
finest form in which you can
get all the appetizing and
stren?henin$ roperties of
one of nature’s choicest gifts to
man—the cocoa-bean. Try it.

FRANK L BENEDICT & CO.
MONTREAL
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CUSHION RUBBER HEELS

TREAD SOFTLY
STEP SAFELY

THAT PLUG |
PREVENTS

SLIPPING - CUSHION  HEEL 8
) o ) ‘
FOSTER RUBBER ¢

ORDER BY NAME

WALPOLE RUBBER W Deyy

W et
Limited MONTREAL SO ArTacHED

Canada’s Hair Fashion Stores
———HAIR GOODS BY MAIL——

Jules & Gharles Co.

LIMITED.
ART HAIR-GOODS MANUFACTURERS

The facilities of our mail order departments insure
absolute satisfaction 10 our out of town patr: ns.

The smallest order has our most careful attention.

Our beautiful natural wavy switches, the celebrated
Parisian Fronts and Transformations, are popular from coast
to coast. Write for catalogue. Goods are exchanged if not
suitable.

Our Feather Weight Toupee for bald men is the most perfect natural appearing device, no
bald men should be without one, Write for measurement charté.

JULES @ CHARLES CO. Limited
Two Stores
431 Yonge Street 89 Hing Street West
TORONTO, CANADA.
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When an operator tells you that she uses
the

Remington

she stands up a little straighter.

She knows as well as you do that her
choice of the Recognized Leader among
Typewriters is a fine recommendation--
one which raises her in your estimation.

Remington Typewriter Company

(Incorporated)

New York and Everywhere
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'GET $1200

OF THIS

$500,000.00
NEXT MONTH

$500,000.00 to change hands.

One cent starts you. Any honest, industrious man |

or woman can enter.
HURRY! HURRY! HURRY !

Thousands of dollars already distributed—going
on daily. Listen! |
0.

10 people receive over $40,000.
$2 212 in two weeks went to Korstard (a WINNERS
»

{farmer),
her, to Stone-
$1,200 225, $1,100 &5 an artist)

I 110 days, credited to Zimmer-

$13;245 man (a farmer).

$3,000 in 30 days to Wilson (a banker).
sl 685 in 78 days received by Rasp (an
]

agent).
$800 in11 days

and $4;000 gv%:%:hr?ﬁfiigres%e‘;{
$2,800 to Rodgers (a surveyor).

$6,800 to Jeull (a clerk).

$2,200 to Hoard (a doctor.)

$5,000 to Hart (a farmer).

.Th(‘m are just' a few—hundreds sharing similar pros-
perity. Reads like fiction, yet it’s the gospel truth.
Proven by sworn statements-Investi-
gation—-any proof yon want.

Don’t envy these people—join
hands—win a fortune.

Do as they are doing. Let us give you the same
high grade opportunity, supplying 8 011: uf)l() ;wm.: ‘T\"'m
J ¥, ying o8 with
Allen's Wonderful Bath Apparatus. 4 :
Something new, different, grand.
Wonderful but true—gives ever:
irue: Y home a
Ig‘a’.thv‘rqom for only $8.50: excells others costing
$200. Think of it ! Stn energizes water—one gallon ample;

cleanses almost ly; no
\ plumbing--no
v;,vailzgx; work D Could anything be more
Bpusud:ﬁ?zrs, 'S emntp rresistible. Used by the
. S, roment.— - milli ’ é
Wi oors. By ot iink of millions who want

Beem writes: 1 averaged

$164.24 WEEKLY FOR 3 MONTHS

Wilson sold 102 in 14 days; Hut 16 i
b § 3
ur#; Langley $115 worth t. e’ﬁrst daay; f:m'm-
=
fe!

MRS

M. Juell

R.V. Zimmerman

0
1y

ho

M. Stoneman
Cashman says}
sad in a famine.
; money com=*

solicited 60 people—sold 55. No wc
““Men who couldn't sell your goods, econldn”
and Lodewick “Lucky I answered ad ; it's gres
ing fast, 17 orders today."”

$500,000.00

worth will be sold easily this season. 75 per cent. profit
toyou. Experience unnecessa};. S

Free sample and credit to active agents.

Be !n:a‘f,—gv( exclusive rights—own a rip roaring business.
Investigate for your own use anyhow.

Make $8,000 this year.

Spare time means #15. daily.
One cent starts you
—a mere postal, con-
taining your name and add-
ress—that’s all. Send today

Sectional Veiw foramazing offer--it's free.

ALLEN MFG. CO., 3103 Alien Bldg. Toledo, Ohio.

Insure the Surface

of your
Dining Table

A single hot dish or spilled liquid will
ruin your dining table. The stains, spots
and blotches made cannot be removed
except by an expert furniture polisher.
The expense will be four times as
much as the absolute certain and per-
manent protection of &

PEERLESS

Asbestos
Table Mat

The Peerless is made
of heavy asbestos
boards  through
which neither heat
nor liguid can

penetrate. These boards are
made in sizes to fit any table
and are hinged so they may
be tolded and put in the
drawer when not in use.
Theflannel coverings, which
give the softness and silence
to the table, are easily 1e-
moved when they require
washing and siill fit, even if they shrink or stietch. Extra
leaves are supplied to fill out as you extend the table.

Our Guarantee

Every Peerless Asbestos Table Mat bears this mark which is &
guarantee. 1f a»y table top is damaged where
a Peerless Asbestos Mat is used we will pay the
cost of having it refinished. Getonlya Peerless.

Ask your dealer to show you a Peerless Ashestos Table Mat—

if he cannot do it, don't be satisfied with any other kind—
ou can see the Peer-

Woman who Cares.

o

write to us and we will tell you where }
less and send you our booklet *“ To the V

CHICAGO ASBESTOS TABLE MAT CO.
215-219 Loomis St., Chicago, lil.
The Canadian Distributors are the

CHICAGO ASBESTOS TABLE MAT CO., Montreal, Canada
all you can

ﬁﬂt for your raw FlII'S

Txperienced trappers and fur collectors are never
in doubt as to where to ship their furs. They all
know that St. Louis being the greatest fur market in
the world, is the place the best returns come from.
F. C. Taylor & Co,, who own and control the
Great Fur Exchange Building, have more
money invested in building and equip-
ment than all the other St. Louis fur
-houses combined. They have better
facilities, enjoy a greatér demand and
handle more furs than any other con-
cern in America.

F. C. Taylor & Co. are therefore in
position to send you ouicker and bet-
ter net results for furs than you can
get anywhere else.

Trapper’s Guide, Market Reports

and other valuable information Free.
Write at once for Latest Price List

and shipping tulgs. You need no in-

troduction—just ship.

F. C. TAYLOR & CO., Greatest Fur House in the World
¢ Fur Exchange Bldg., St. Louis, Mo.

SUPERFLUDOUS HAIR. Secret, harmless formula that
removed it beautifully from my face three yecars ago, no
return ; mailed free; Address Alice Smith, 2008 Richmond
Street, Philadelphia, Pa.
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Dust Every Day With

IT takes away the :
drudgery of ordin-
ary dusting and clean-
ing. All dust and dirt
gathered up and casr-
ried away on the
cloth—not stirred up
tosettle again, At the
same time it restores
the new, polished ap-
pearance of your pi-
ano, tables, chairs and
woodwork, Hard-
wood ﬂoors(should al-
ways be cleaned with
Liquid Veneer if you
want to preserve their

beauty.

Sold On Our Guarantee

Buy a bottle of Liquid Veneer of any dealer—give it a fair trial, following directions—
then if you are not fully satisfied—take it back to the dealer and he will refund your money.
Can we be more fair?

Sample Bottle Free

If you have never used Liquid Veneer write at once for a sample bottle. It will be
sent Free and Prepaid.

Sold by all dealers, 25c., 50c., $1.00 bottles.

BUFFALO SPECIALTY CO., 58 LEWIS ST., BRIDGEBURG, CANADA.
BUFFALO, N.Y.,,  SAN FRANCISCO,  LONDON, ENG,  COLOYNE, GER.

DB NENERR




104 CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

: “One Grade only and that the Best”

(Our motto for Forty-three Years of successful Vehicle Manufacturing)

1911 Model 2135 Passenger, 30-35 Horse Power
$1900 Siirte

McLaughlin—Buick Automobiles hold more road and track records than any other
car manufactured in Canada. Our line is larger than ever before and we offer to you
the latest improvements in Automobile construction for rgrr, Send for our announce-
ment sheet showing our full line of Automobiles and specifications of each model.

Quality remains
long after price
is forgotten.

Our chain of branches, extending from coast to coast, carry full lines of vehicles and
parts and are easily accessible to every owner of a McLaughlin Vehicle.

~—

Catalogue mailed on application.

McLaughlin Carriage Co., Limited

OSHAWA ONTARIO

Branches: St. John, N.B., Montreal,%Peterboro, Toronto, Hamilton, London,
IWinnipeg,.Calgary, Vancover.
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J

G.B.

The, last piece in thelbox w

taste jas nice as the first.

Delicious Creams, Nougatines, Caramels, Fruits
and Nuts covered with a smooth, rich chocolate

Look for the ¢“G.B.”” stamp’on the bottom. It is on every ““G.B.”’chocolate
GANONG BROS., LIMITED, ST. STEPHEN, N.B.

Soiled
Dresses French Dry Cleaning is the one process

“ that returns your frocks to you as fresh
as they were the day you bought them. No matter
how delicate the material no injury will be done to it,
and no ripping apart is required.

We save you all trouble as our system of agencies and
branches throughout the country enables us to collect
your orders wherever you may be.

R. PARKER & CO.
Canada’s greatest Dyers and Cleaners
TORONTO, - CANADA

Branches and Agencies in all parts of Canada.




106

CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

By RovaiL WARRANT.

The Original and Genuine
Worcestershire

THE

“World's Favorite”

used and preferred in

every civilized coun-
try on the globe.

Imitated everywhere

but never equalled.

J. M. DOUGLAS & CO.
MONTREAL.

Canadian Agents. 25
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For the Children
Christmas and Candy
Are Synonymous

But the candy should be as
pure as the day. It may
surprise you to know that

KNOX

PURE—PLAIN—SPARKLING

GELATINE

which you remember best as the basis
of your favorite dessert, will make
candy, too. But it will make candy
that is delicious enough to satisfy the children,
and pure enough for them to eat all they want.

Our beautifully illustrated booklet shows you
just how easy it is to make candies with Knox
Gelatine—Knox Turkish Delights, Knox Mints,
Knox Marshmallows, Knox Caramels. It also
gives recipes for over a hundred desserts. Sent
free for your grocer’s name.

) 7/}/ > \ “ : ) i Sample pint package for atwo-cent stamp and grocer's name.
N - CHARLES B.KNOX C0.,499 Knox Ave. Johnstown,N. Y.
7 //0\\ ///A\\TJ”I 5\\\ /// A\\\T/// t\\\\ Branch Factory, Montreal, Canada 2

Best for Baby Best for You

The pure vegetable oils and
natural flower perfumes of which
Baby's Own Soap is made, yield
a fragrant, creamy lather which
makes Baby's skin clean and s
sweet and prevents skin trouble. requires a specially good soap.

Made as pure and skin healing
as is possible, Baby’s Own Soap

—
is thetbest for any one as well as

for those whose delicate skin

For almogt half a century Baby’s Own Soap has been accepted as the ideal for toilet and
nursery use. Naturally it has many imitations—Naturally also there is reason why in your skin’s

intere$t you should avoid the imitations and buy Baby's Own Seap.

ALBERT SOAPS, LIMITED, MANUFACTURERS, MONTREAL.
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At Home with

THE KODAK

Make Kodak your family historian. ~Start the history on Christmas day, the day of
home gathering, and let it keep for you an intimate pictorial history of the home and all who
are in it. Make somebody happy with a Kodak this year—the pictures .will serve to
make many people happy in the years that follow.

" Unless you are already familiar with Kodakery, you will find the making of home portraits
much simpler than you imagine—so simple, indeed, that the novice often gets the credit of
being an expert. To make it still simpler we are issuing a beautifully illustrated little book thay
talks about home portraiture in an understandable way that will prove helpful to any amateur,
Whether you already have a Kodak or not we would like you to have a copy of this book,

Ask your dealer or write us for a free copy of ““At Home with the Kodak.”
CANADIAN KODAK CO., Limited - TorONTO, CANADA
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Even if you are a trifle stoutl

the long graceful lines demanded
by present styles can be secured
by wearing this corset.

’

@,

MODEL 609.

You will at once be struck with its comfortable support, and alsothe absence
of pleating. Then when you have adjusted the straps at the hips you will
perceive the improvemant in your profile. A differance of 3 inches or more
can be effected with comfort. The band at the bottom prevents creasing of
the flesh and the gown will fit with absolute smoothness.

Although equal in every particular to the most expensive custom made and
imported corset and superior in many details, clasps, etc. the price is only $3.50.
We know, Madam, they will please you.

If your dealer does not sell the La Diva Reducing write us and we will see
that your order is filled.

Sold Everywhere

THE DOMINION CORSET COMPANY, QUEBEC

for dinner
To-day

Every housewife knows the
trouble of preparing the com-
plicated Soups that people
like now-a-days.

BY USING

CLARK’S Concentrated SOUPS

(Chateau Brand)

ONE CAN INEXPENSIVELY AND WITHOUT TROUBLE SERVE
ONE OF THE APPETIZING SOUPS MADE BY GOOD CHEFS.

Wm. Clark, Man'f’r, MONTREAL
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Most people already use

—and always will use—
Windsor Salt. They know
—from years of experience
—that Windsor Salt won’t
get damp or lumpy. There
is never even a suspicion of
grittiness about it.

Itsclean taste—its crystal
purity and recognized econ-
omy—make Windsor Salt
the prime favorite in every
home where it is used.

Don’t pay fancy prices for
imported salt, when Windsor
Salt costs so little, and is so
high in quality.

INDSO

TABLE

) SALT -

BRIGHTEN UP [ sersscs sl o
using WASHBURNE’S PATENT
PAPER FASTENERS

75,000,000

SOLD the past YEAR should
convince U of their
SUPERIORITY.

K.Mark

¥ Easily put on or taken off
e with the thumb and finger. Can
be used repeatedly and ““they always work.” Made of brassin 3
sizes. Put up in brass boxes of 100 fasteners each.
HANDSOME COMPACT STRONG No Slipping, NEVER
All stationers. Send 10¢ for sample box of 50, assorted.
Illustrated booklet free. Liberal discount to the trade.

The 0. K. Mfg. Co., Syracuse, N. Y., U. §. A. ‘o 18

ART UEFT CANATIAN. MADAZINE >

It is the “Star” Brand
A

Ask for Fearman’s
‘Star’ Brand English |
Breakfast Bacon and |
see that it 1s branded
with the Star.

A%

Made for over 50 Years by

F. W. FEARMAN CO., LIMITED

HAMILTON, CANADA
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‘A RECORD OF OVER
SIXTY-FIVE YEARS

For over sixty-five years MrRs WIN-
SLOW’S SOOTHING SYRUP has been used
by mothers for their children while
teething. Areyou disturbed at nightand
broken of your rest by asick child suf-
fering and crying with pain of Cutting
Teeth? If so send at once and get a
bottle of ‘Mrs Winslow’s Soothing
Syrup’’ for Children Teething.  The
value is incalculable. It will relieve the
poor little sufferer immediately. Depend
upon it, mothers, there is no mistake
about it, It cures Diarrhcea, regulates
the Stomach and Bowels, cures Wind
Colic, softens the Gums, reduces Inflam-
mation, and gives tone and energy to the
whole system. ‘“Mrs Winslow’s Sooth-
ing Syrup” for children teething is
pleasant to the taste and is the prescrip-
tion of one of the oldest and best female
physicians and nurses in the United
States, and is for sale by all druggists
throughout the world. Price twenty-five
cents a bottle. Be sureand ask for ‘‘MRs.
WINSLOW’S SOOTHING SYRUP.”’ Guara-
nteed under the Food and Drugs Act,
June 30th, 1906. Serial Number 1098.

A Skin of Beauty is a Joy Forever

DR. T. FELIX GOURAUD’S

ORIENTAL CREAM ::imnen

Purifie REMOVES Tan, Pim-
as well a ples, Freckles,
Beautifies Moth Patches, Rash
the Skin and Skin diseases, ;nd
No other . every blemish on
cosmetic | beauty, and defies de-

tection. It has stood
the test of 62 years; no
other has, and 18 8o
harmless, we taste it to
be sure it is ‘properly
made. Accept no coun-
terfeit of similar name.
The distinguished Dr.
L. A. Sayre said to a
lady of the haui-ton (a
patient)— *“ 4s you
. ladies will use them, 1
s Cream’ as the least harmful of all the

will do it.

N2 ;
recommend, ‘Gour
Skin preparations.”

Tor sale by all druggists and Fancy Goods Dealers

COURAUD’S ORIENTAL TOILET POWDER

For infants and adults, Exquisitely perfumed. Relieves
Skin troubles, cures Sunburn and renders an excellent com-
plexion., PRICE 25 CENTS BY MAIL.

GOURAUD’S POUDRE SUBTILE

Removes superflous Hair Price $1.00 by Mail
FERD. T. HOPKINS, Prop’r 37 Great Jones 8t., New York City.

IRON
PUZZLES

Triple Horse Shoes with secret solution and 36 page
booklet of cuts of all Postpaid for 10c., or 3 Leaders for 25c.

WESTERN PUZZLE WORKS (Desk 19)
ST. PAUL, MINN.

THE JAMES SMART MANUFACTURING CO, Ltd.

WINNIPEG, MAN.

7 16-ZAG HEAT TUBES
| HEaT EVERY ROOM ALIKE

That’s the point—they heat ALL the rooms

The KELSEY is the heater that gives large
volumes of warm, pure, fresh air, rather than a
small quantity of dry, superheated air. It is easily
managed, and is gas, smoke and dust proof. The
KELSEY will reduce your fuel bill 30% Our
catalog “S” tells you all about the “KELSEY.”
There are many points of interest in it for you'

Why not send for it to-day ?

ALL the time!

BROCKVILLE, ONT.
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Christmas holds
no finer gift than

q

“Elite”
Cut Glass

Write this, the most beautiful of all the cutglass
at the top of your list of Christmas purchases.
The exclusive and distinctive patterns of
ELITE CUT GLASS—the wonderful skill
of the master cutters—the brilliancy, so far
superior to all ordinary commercial glass—
makes it delightful for all gift purposes and
gives it that definite stamp of quality so
highly praised by us all.

ELITE CUT GLASS is cut from solid, imported crystal
blanks—never from machine pressed blanks. It can be pur-

chased from first class dealers everywhere and costs no more
than inferior kinds.

This trade mark is on every (@» against imitations.

piece of the genuine. ‘f!ii“ly Write us if your dealer does

Besuretolook forand find it ERR not carry itand we will arr-
1t is sure protection Trade Mark ange for him tosupply you

GOWANS, HENT @ CO., Limited,
MANUFACTURERS,

16 Front St. East, - - Toronto.

Butterfly
Pattern
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FOR WOMEN
OF QUALITY

_Lissue Handkerchiefs are ready to use before 1aundering
—soft and ag‘reeal)le. They come back from the ¢
laundry as fine and fresh as when new.

A wide range of delicate, registered colour designs
—also in white. ;
Dainty and delicate—yet durable.

Regular size, 12} imches
square, 20c. each; glove size
15¢c. each, at all good stores.

Our GUARANTEE
Every Lissue Handker-
c}xie{ is guaranteed indel-
ible colours, superior
quality and permanent
Enish. If found othe_r-
wise, youtcan obtain free s

replacement  or

money back 1

LISSUE HANDKERCHIEES

A box of Lissue Handkerchiefs makes a charming gift. For Christmas,
New Years, Birthdays, and other occasions, such a gift pleases the lady who
receives it, and shows the good taste of the giver. All good stores have
Lissue gift boxes.
If your Dealer cannot supply you, please write us

BROPHY, PARSONS & RODDEN, Limited, Montreal
AGENTS IN CANADA

7-0-0
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UPTON'S

PURE

Orange Marmalade

All the Concent-
rated goodness of
the choicest Seville
Oranges. Delicious for
breakfast—good at
any meal.

Made and guaranteed absolutely pure by

The T. UPTON CO., Limited

HAMILTON, CAN.

§> D D NG SRERIISISTR SORD  CRISEN 120 M 0]k e N LN I W A e | R

WIN WITH WINNIPEG
$ one Billion

Produced on Western Canada’s
EArms in - e Past - five . Years,

How Much of This Thousand Million Dollars Did You Get ?
This question is asked MANUFACTURERS who should know the facts

FREE BOOKLET

Gives in a clear, graphic and concise way this impnrtant story of progress and of opportunity.

WINNIPEG’S MERCANTILE TERRITORY

Is the largest business section controlled by any one city in the world.

GET CLOSE TO THIS GREAT MARKET

Profit by getting rid of tariff and long freight hauls by establishing a plant here, where
Power is cheap, Labor conditions ideal, Transportation facilities unexcelled, and where a
community recognizes the importance of this industrial development by lending cordial
support to the success of the firms locating.

WINNIPEG is the PLACE — NOW is the TIME — THIS is your OPPORTUNITY
WRITE:~CHAS. F. ROLAND, Commissioner

WINNIPEG DEVELOPMENT @ INDUSTRIAL BUREAU
An Official Organization Representing 18 Business} {Bodies in Winnipeg
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PERFUMED
WITH FRESH!

Orchid Flowers :

PUREST MADE

25c¢.

At All Drug Stores

Learn by Mail to

Mount Birds

Let us teach you how
to preserve and mount

Birds, Animals
Game Heads
Fishes and to
Tan Skins.

Most Wonderful
Artin the World

You can now learn
the fascinating art of
Taxidermy right at
home, by mail, and in g L

your spare time. We teach you with complete
success, and in a short time, how to mount birds,
animals, trophies, etc. Youlearn real Taxidermy,
including all the most carefully guarded secrets
of the masters of the craft. By an entirely new
method you learn in just a few lessons how to do
exquisite work which will last for centuries. Only
school of its kind in the world. Grand Prize
and thirteen Gold Medals besides 35,000 success=-
ful students, prove the
value of our methods.

One Student Says:

“*1 would not take $500 for your
lessons if I could not duplicate
them. Your course is simply won-
/| derfui. From October to March.1
made over $600 and attended to all
my other work,"’

SuccessGuaranteed
or No Charge

Cost of course very low,
and wegiveyou anabsolute
guarantee to refund you
every penny paid us if you
8| are dissatisfied for any rea-

¥l son whatever after com-
pleting the course.

BIG PROFITS

The demand for Taxidermists isincreasing every year.
Game ls‘growing scarcer and thousands of specimens are
now being mounted which only a few years ago were
allowed to go to waste. Salaries of $2,000 a year and
upward are common  You can easily make from $20 to
$50 a month in your spare time alone and in the most
pleasant and fascinating work imaginable. You begin to
accomplxsh'results right from the first.

Mail the Coupon for the Free Books

{ust your name and address on thc coupon brings you our GEENEEE
s F
ree

ig, handsomely illustrated book on Taxidermy, copy of
Taxidermy Magazine, Sample Dipl >ma, Pictures 4

of Mounted Game and hundreds of Sam_le Let= ‘0 cou on
ters from students all over the world. Post yourself 4 p

on this splendid opportunity and o: - Big Special _¢ Northwestern

Limited Offer right away. Absolutely no obli- o S.h. of Taxidermy
gations. Just your name and address on the 0 el d Bld. Omaha
coupon or a postal or in a letter brings you ‘_0 5049 Elwood Bid. On

the beautiful iree books and full informa. @ Without any obligations,
tion, free, prepaid. Don’t wait. Sign Q‘ send me free and postpaid,
and mail the coupon NOW. @ (he Free Taxidermy Books,
&% Taxidermy Magazine,sample di-

NORTHWESTERN SCHOOL .0. ploma, pictures of mounted game.
OF TAXIDERMY ¢
5049 Elwood Bldg. ‘,o‘ NOME. —-essmisasemasnszaisseinesmes *

Omaha, Neb.
b J"u“unn-u\o“ AQATES8.cerrasssmesssessassnsssssessuessevasen

Send coupon
for the Big
Free Books
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There is a PERRIN Glove for every

occasion and for all circumstances

Gloves for business, dress and sport

For ladies, gentlemen and children

Fit well look well wear well

use only the celebrated

IWINSOR & NEWTON'S

0il and Water Colors
acknowledged by all the standard in

[Mthe art world. Ask your dealer.
i@A. RAMSAY & SON, MONTREAL.

Wholesale agents for Canada.

MAGIC
TRICKS

Novelties, Jokes, Puzzles, etc. More fun than
a comedy theatre to amuse you and your friends
at home, at the club, dinner partiesand all social
gatherings. Trick pencils, trick cigars, shooting
cigarette box, trick matches, taick cards, plate
dancers, anarchists’ bombs, squirt bouquets,
confetti bombs and hundreds of other novelties.
Send 10 cents for our large illustrated catalogue
and receive a 25 ¢. pocket card trick free—send
to-day. Cigar, novelty dealers and stationers
send for our special wholesale price list. The
best novelty line on the market.

MYSTO TRICK & NOVELTY CO.
80 Parkway Ave., Toronto, Canada
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P
AN

l\e emb o

. |
pleasure an protecnon
~ Sold by all first-class dealers.

Rather than accept a substi-
tarte order from wus direct.
Catalogue sent upon request. 7

HARRINGION & RICHARDSON ARMS COMPANY, ~ wr s e

AS TLLUSTRATED):

620 PARK AVENUE . WORCESTER , MASS. 5 BARREL <800

WITH REGULAR GRIP

&R M 0 il
NICKEL FINISH
MADE IN

~

«

22CAL TsHOT

UNDERWEAR
Fits right from first to last.

When you buy “Ceetee” Underwear you buy the correct
size—not a size too large.

Because our shrinking process does not destroy the

original elasticity of the wool.
LD —
. tED UNSHRy,

Look for the “‘sheep.” Insist on your dealer
showing you ‘‘Ceetee.” In all sizes for men,
women and children,

The C. Turnbull Co. of Galt, Limited
Manufacturers
Established 1859, 2614 Galt, Ontario
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Independent Telephones

The best of engineering ability and experience, high grade
material and first class workmanship have entered into the pro-
duction of our telephones.

Along with the above we have an equipment of special tools
in our factory not surpassed in any telephone factory in the world,
This insures a uniformity of quality—all the parts for one thou-
sand or five thousand telephones will be turned out exactly alike.

We have secured in our rural
telephone, one that will give
the best service for the longest
possible time with the least
amount of attention. This is
what counts on rural party
telephone lines, where every
trip to put a telephone into
working order means time and
money.

If you want telephones, it will
pay you to communicate with
us.

Get Our Trial Offer

If you are interested in
telephone affairs ask for our
No. 2 Bulletin, which gives
full instructions in regard to
the building of a telephone
line. We will also send free
of charge, an illustrated book
entitled ‘‘Canada and the Telephone,’”’ containing thirty-two
artist’s sketches, illustrating the value of a telephone in the rural
home.

We handle everything in the way of construction material
and make a specialty of prompt shipments.

We are also manufacturers of the Lorimer Automatic
Telephone for towns and cities.

Write us if you want anything in the telephone line whether
it is information, apparatus or construction material.

(Canadian [ndependent Telephone Co.

LIMITED

18-20 Duncan Street, TORONTO
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absorb and deaden the sound of a singer’s voice. But

steel, being non-absorbent, returns the sound. It's this quality
of resonance that makes PRESTON Steel Ceilings so admirably
adapted for schools, churches, auditoriums and other buildings
where superior acoustic properties are de-

il sirable. PRESTON Steel Ceilings compare "
favorably in cost with plaster. And one :
steel ceiling will outlast many plas-
‘ter ceilings. Hundreds of designs in
Louis XIV., Gothic, Colon- P

I} ial, Miscellaneous, with ﬂ“._.m‘lw
sidewalls to match. s

WOOD and plaster, being of an absorbent nature, naturally

e e

\

|

\

\

\

\

\

|

\ Ask us to have our experts

\ furnish you with suggestions

\ for interior decorations, ana

\ estimales on same.

| METAL

§ SHINGLE
d SIDING

§ 210., Limited

§ PRESTON,

] ONTARIO.

$ Branch

|

\

\

*

&

|

Office
and

Factory
Montreal
Quebec

\J
iy
g
'
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Why our smiles of deep contentment
It 1s move than meve preseniment.

We sit thus with eyes on clock so,
'Cause at seven we have our OX0,

CUBES

Nothing like OXO CUBES has ever been made before.
They are absolutely unique in concentrated beef — so
handy—so strong—so good.
Their usefulness in making Soups, Sauces, etc, is only
equalled by the delightful flavor they give to all such
dishes. Splendid as a beverage. One OXO CUBE in
half a pint of warm milk makes a strengthening,
nourishing food for children.
Sold in Tins containing 4 & 10 cubes.
Two Free Samples sent on receipt of 2c. stamp
to pay postage and packing.
0XO is also packed in Bottles for People
who prefer it in Fluid Form.

ATENT YOUR IDEAS “ GLORIOUS KOOTENAY,”

e o e sl  BRITISH COLUMBIA
B e e et e o patecianiiiey. N ing. Dolightful climate. Fruit Farms fr m §10
} ;‘utents advertised for sale at Our expense l i ir?ogg;()ngér aéreg Easy terms.' Free Booklet, bf.

¥ in fourteen Manufacturers’ Journals.
[ Patent Obtained or Fee Returned .
CHANDLEE & CHANDLEE, Patent Att’ys Investors Trust & Mortgage Corporation Ltd.,
Eatab.ished 16 Years .
R aleast. Wedklanton. 1 6 134 Hastings St. W., VANCOUVER, B.C.

If you are Sick no matter what your Disease we will send you Free

our books describing the Wonderful, New, Natural way to Perfect Health. The only known method for
nor how often your case has been pronounced hope-

restoring health. No matter what your disease,
less, write us, Many hopeless cases wonderfully restored. Why not yours?.

DR. H SANCHE DIADUCTIVE CcoO.,
354 St. Catherine St., West, Montreal, Canada
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A ‘“Sovereign”

will make your

2 /EIEHE E o)
PUANAARRR RS UDUDUU h O u S e m 0 r e

AANURNRAARANNANRRNRANY

7 A7 :

e comfortable to

live in and get
The Boiler with the Larger

First Section. you a better

price when you

want to sell.

Our booklet on the subject of Heating gives the plain and
practical reasons why the *‘Sovereign is more reliable

and economical. ~ Free to any address.  Write for it.

Taylor-Forbes {imp

| Head Office, Works and Foundries:
GUELPH - . ~ - CANADA

TORONTO: 1088 King St. west ST. JOHN, N.B.: H. G. Rogers, 53} Dock St.
MONTREAL: 246 Craig St. West QUEBEC : Mechanics Supply Co.
VANCOUVER: 1040 Homer Street HALIFAX,N.S. : General Contractors Supply Co.

WINNIPEG : The Vuican Iron Works CALGARY : The Barnes Company
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ACCOUNTING MADE EASIER

with the

"Ralamazoo

Loose Leaf
Cedger

¥

The feature of the ‘‘Kalamazoo’’
binder that appeals most to every
practical bookkeeper is its un-
limited capacity for expansion and
contraction. It will hold tightly
and in perfect alignment ten sheets
or a thousand — just the exact
number required for use.

. The ‘“Kalamazoo’’ is the best ex-
pression of the Loose Leaf idea

that has yet been offered, and it
has overcome practically every ob-
jection that has been offered
against Loose Leaf systems.

It has no complicated mechanism to get out of
3rd§r, and no exposed metal parts to injure the
esk.

It is a book, not a box, and gives a firm, flat
writing surface.

1t is the simplest, strongest, lightest and most
durable Loose Leaf binder on the market, and
by far the most easily handled.

It can be made in any size to suit any purpose,
and our personal guarantee is behind every one.

WRITE FOR BOOKLET
TO BE HAD FOR THE ASKING

{Uarwick Bros. § Rutter

LIMITED

Bookbinders, Printers, Manufacturers of
Account Books and Loose Leaf Supplies

King and Spadina Toronto

A Godd HAppearance

counts in everything. @ When you
writz a letter, its appearance makes
as much difference in its reception
as your own does when ycu make
a call. Then why use- stationery
that is not in go:d taste?  You
spend too much in time and the cost
of mailing to afford a poor envelope
and sheet of paper.

BARBER-ELLIS

Crash Linenette and French
Organdie correspondence papers are

always in good taste. Stationers

sell them.

THE BARBER & ELLIS CO.
Limited j

63-71 Wellington St. West, TORONTO




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISER

123

LObK FOR FULL-FASHIONED SEAMLESS HOSIERY

WHEN it bears the Pen-Angle brand,

you can be absolutely sure they will
wear better than any other kind costing the
same price. You can be absolutely sure
they will it better than any other kind at
any price.

Read the Guarantee printed here. You
will then be sure that the largest hosiery mill
in Canada would not risk its capital on such
a Guarantee unless it had the goods to make
good. Reasons for this Guarantee are few
and simple ; chosen excellence in the cotton

and cashmere yarns, for the first reason.
For the others, being knit on machines we
alone may use in Canada—machines that
knit the hosiery to fit truly. with reinforced
streagth-for-wear at the places the wear
comes. And seamless! Think what foot-
ease that assures] Seamless!

Remember the name and the Trade-
mark next time you go shopping. You
cannot afford to overlook the perfect fit,
style and comfort of Pen-Angle Hosiery.

FOR LADIES

No. 1760—‘* Lady Fair” Black
Cashwerehose. Medium weight.
Made of fine. soft cashmere yarns,
2-ply leg, 5-ply foot, heel, toe and
high splice, giving strength where
needed, Box of 8 pairs, $1.50; 6
pairs, $3.00.

No. 1020—8ame quality as 1760,
but heavicr. Black only. Box
of 3 pairs $1.50 ; 6 pairs, $3.00

No. 1150—Very fine Cashmere
hose. Medium weight. 2-ply leg.
4-ply foot, heel and toe. Black,
light and dark tan, leather,
champagne, myrtle, pearl gray,
oxblood, helio, cardinal. Box of
3 pairs, §$1.50; 6 pairs, $3.00.

Guarant-ed

Read this Remarkable
Guarantee

We guarantee the following
lines of Pen-Angle Hosiery to
fit you perfectly, not to shrink
or stretch and the dyes to be
absolutely fast. We guarantee
them to wear longer than any
other cashmere or cotton hosi-
ery sold at the same prices.
If, after wearing Pen-Angle
Hosiery  any
length of time, youshould ever
find a pair that fails to fulfil
this guarantee in any particu-
lar, return the same to us and
we will replace them with TWO
new pairs free of charge. No.

FOR MEN

No. 2404—Medium weight Cash-
mere. 2-ply Botany yarn with
special ‘ Everlast” heels and toes.
Black, lightand dark tan, leather,
champagne, navys myrtle, pearl
gray, slate, oxblood, helio, cadet
blue and bisque. Box of 3 pairs,
$1,50 ; 6 pairs, $3.00.

No. 500—'* Black Knight’’ winter
weight black Cashmere half-hose,
5-ply body, spun from pure
Anstralian  wool, 9-ply silk
splice heels and toes. Box of 3
pairs, $1.50 ; 6 pairs, $3.00.

1090—Cashmere half-hose.

No. 1720—Fine quality Cotton
Hose. Made of 2-nly Eg ptian
arn, with 3-ply heels amy

ORDER THIS WAY
toes, Ask at the store first. If they

S8ame quality as 500, but lighter
weight. Black only. Box of 3
pairs, $1.00; 6 pairs, $2.00.

lack, light and dark tan, cham-
Bngne, myrtle, pearl gray, ox-
lood. helio, sky, pink, bisque.
Box of 4 pairs, $1.00; 6pairs, $1.50.

No. 1175 — Mercerized. Same
colors as 1720. Box of 3 pairs,
$1.00 ; 6 pairs, $2.00.

ADDRESS AS BELOW:

cannot supply you, state number,
size of shoe or stocking and color
of hosiery desired and enclose
price, and we will fill your order
postpaid. Remember we will fill
nolordor for less tll;nn one box and
only one size in a box. BE

TO MENTION SIZE. il

PENMANS, 2

LIMITED,

Pen a\dngle
&

_HOSIERY ©

7

No. 330 — “Everlast” Cotton
socks, Medium weight, Made
from 4-ply long staple combed
Egyptian cotton yarn, with 6 ply
heels and toes. Black, light and
dark tan. Put upin boxes. Box
of 3 pairs, $1.00 ; 6 pairs, $2,00.

DEPT. 68

&/\e Paris, Canada
y
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'RODGERS’
CUTLERY

FOR many generations, Sheffield steel bearing
the Rodgers trade-mark has been the stand-

ard brand of high-grade cutlery.

Joseph Rodgers & Sons, Limited

Cutlers to His Majesty
SHEFFIELD, ENGLAND.

Ceilings c..x

Embossed
Steel Ceilings and Walls are the ideal interior
finish for a church. Hundreds of beautiful harmonious
designs from Colonial, French Empire, and Louis XIV,

Architecture, well brought out in steel in accurately fitting parts.
Patterus suitablefor a room of any size or shape from the basement
of a country church tothe main auditorium of a cathedral. Acoustic
qualities unequalled by any other material. Fire-broof, sanitary and
cannot fall down.  Cost much less than stucco or plaster and make a
much better finish. Catalog “A’’ showing complete range of designs
suitable for churches, schools, residences, etc., free on request. List of
churches using them also, if you wish,

THE GALT ART METAL CO., Limited, Galt. Ontario 5

WINNIPEG—-DUNN BROS.
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is a pure hard soap that has
peculiar qualities for washing
clothes.

£ =

MAKES CHILD'S PLAY - -

OF
WASH DAY

(Good for all General Uses)

Read the directions on the wrapper
for the “Surprise” way of Washing.
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The keynote of

Vancouver Island
| e S

““The Great Britain of the Pacific.”’

efficiency ASPECT.

Southern part of Island resembles Kent
and Devonshire. Fruit and flowers.

is its key for-every-character key- Sl
board. One simple stroke prints any Snnshiny, equable—no extremes.

r . This saves time, increases ||| OPPORTUNITIES.
character his save HIe: x Good health, good living, and good

Speed and insures accuracy. profits for ambitious men with small
e ga;;)ilal (“A ﬁnef chance ffor the boys™)
in business, professions, fruit growing,
MODEL l 0 (VlSIble) poultry, farming, manufacturing, lands,
Wirite for information to timber, mining, railroads, navigation,

THE SMITH PREMIER TYPEWRITER CO., INC. o e

2 INVESTMENTS.
Syracuse, New York, U.S.A. Branches everywhere Syfe 4t 6 per St
o

For AUTHENTIC INFORMATION and
new Illustrated Booklets, write
VANCOUVER ISLAND DEVELOPMENT
LEAGUE, Room A-41, Broughton St.,
Victoria, B. C.

HE Underwood Typewriter has won every
speed contest for championship honors since type-
writer operation became recognized as a science.

There have been 22 contests—the most recent in Toronto, May 19, for the
championship of Canada. The wmner wrote 105 words a minute for 30 minutes.

The Underwood is the only typewriter mechanically equal to the task of
sustaining a speed of over 100 words a minute and doing perfect work.

It has been operated at a speed of 17 strokes a second.

Being the best machine for the most exacting requirements, it
does not lose any of its efficiency in the more ordinary uses.

75 per cent. of typists are trained on the Underwood.

United Typewriter Co. 4

Limited

Adelaide St. E. . TORONTO
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Every
Member
of

the
Family

will * en]oy an_open Brick
Fire Place wnth one of our
beautiful Mantles—they are

asign of distinction—and make them desirable for the refined home. No house is now considere

complete without at least one.

MILTON PRESSED BRICK CO. Lmn.

Toronto Office, 75 YONGE STREET
Works and Office - - MILTON, ONT.
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forWhooping Cough,
Croup, Asthma,
Sore Throat, Coughs,
Bronchitis, Colds,
Diphtheria, Catarrh.

““ Used while you sleep.”’

A simple, safe and effective treatment avoiding
drugs.

Vaporized Cresolene stops the aroxysms of
\Vhoogmg Cough and relieves Croup’ atp once):

It is a_boon to sufferers from Asthma.

The air rendered strongly antiseptic, inspired with
every breath, makes breathing easy, soothes the sore
throat and stops the cough, assuring restful nights.

Cresolene relieves the bronchial complications of
Scarlet Fever and Measles and is a valuable aid in the
treatment of Diphtheria.

Cresolene’s best recommendation is its 30 years of
successful use. Send us postal for Descriptive Booklet.

For Sale by All Druggists

. .Try Cresolene Antiseptic Throat Tablets for the
irritated throat, composed of slippery elm bark, licorice,
sugar_and Cresolene, They can't harm you. Of your
druggist or from us, 10c. in stamps.

THE VAPO-CRESOLENE CO., 62 CortlandtSt., New York

or Leeming-Miles Building, Montresl, Canada
312

WANTED—a copy of

Our Inheritance in the
Great Pyramid

BY PIAZZI SMITH.
Send particulars and prices to

SEGYPT” Canadian Magazine Office,
TORONTO.

The famous
after dinner
‘smoke

What better Christmas Gift

THAN THE “ AUTOMATIC”
Hand Power Yacuum Gleaner

Even the most cheerful housewife wearles at
times of the labor and drudge of sweep—
sweep—sweep with the dirt flying all around
and then the monotonous round of dusting to
follow. | Gmwsue .
| Save your wife—mother—sister or friend
this heavy work and dull routine—brighten the
house-keeping game. Investigate the machine
below —Buy according to your pocket—and
make a Christmas Gift that will last beyond the
glamour of the festive season into the daily
duties of months and years to come.’

The Automatic Hand Power

Vacuum Cleaner

Is a real Automatic Cleaner at a
price that brings it within the reach
of every over-worked wife.

The One Hand Power
that Blows as well
as Sucks.

RO W

It sucks all the dust
and grit out of carpets,
rugs, upholstered furniture,
curtains, matresses  and
clothes.  Cleans
fabrics  through
and through, in-
side and out and
holds all the
dust in the
tank.

Try it 10 days in your home at
our expense. Send us $25.00 for an
“ Automatic” Vacuum Cleaner—test it thor-
oughly for durability, ease in operation and
general superiority. If you do not think it is
the best Hand Power Vacuum Cleaner on the
market, return it and we will refund the money

Get our free Booklet of the ‘‘ Automatic” Hand
Power and ELECTRIC Vacuum Cleaner

ONWARD MFG. CO.

BERLIN, - - ONTARIO




CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVEETISER

v | Club Cocktails

A BOTTLED DELIGHT

| =g

Your own judgement will tell you that a
cocktail mixed by guess-work can’t be nearly
so good as a cocktail mixed by measure.

In Club Cocktails, rare old liquors are
blended perfectly. You simply stramn
through cracked ice, and serve.

Martini (gin base) and Manhattan
(whiskey base) are the most popular.

At all good dealers.

G. F. HEUBLEIN & BRO,,

HARFTORD NEW YORK LONDON.

Ros9
g&nl’le

Business Sense in Rifle Buying

Business sense backs up the feeling in favor
of Canadians buying rifles built in Canada

Ross Sporting Ritles

Being mads in Canada the duty is saved to the buyer.

Then duplicate parts, new barrels, repairs etc. can be

> secured promptl_.; and without customs

e @ complicatlons And on merit alone

e, = i : W F’/Tc} ““Ross”’ Ru.fles, both Sporting and

™ % Military Models, hold their own against
2 A any rifles in the world.

Dealers throughout the British Empire sell
“Ross” Rifles $25.00 and upwards.
Free Illustrated

.o ool TheRoss Rifle Company,Que.,P.Q.
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LARGE GARAGE LONG DISTANCE PHONE 81

THE VILLAGE INN
GRIMSBY, ON'T.

Special rules for the Winter Months, Every bedroom
has a Private Bath. Licensed but NO BAR.

64 miles from Toronto. 18 miles from Hamilton:
33 miles from Niagara Falls.

54 miles from Buffalo,
18 miles from St. Catharines.

HOTEL CECIL
NORTH BAY, ONT.

Under New Management Accommodatien 200 Guests
Hot Water Heating, Electric Light, Rooms with Bath, Sample Rooms
Rates: $2 to $3 per day, American plan

JNO. E. ROSS, Manager, Late of the

Rossmore”’

GRAND CENTRAL HOTEL

ORANGEVILLE, ONT.
TeE TRAVELLERS HOTEL
First-class Service. Good Sample Rooms,

GEO. M. ENGLERT, - Proprietor.

THE CORNWALL
The TRAVELLERS HOTEL
SAULT STE. MARIE, ONTARIO

EACH ROOM EQUIPPED WITH TELEPHONE
| Bpecial Attention Given to Tourists and Commercial Men
Free Bus to and From Trains and Boats

M. F. GOODWIN, PROPRIETOR

POCKET
TRICK

FREE

Mysto Trick and Novelty Co.
80 Parkway Avenue. Toronto, Canada

MAGI

ILLUSTRATED
CATALOCGUE
INCLUDED

PARSONS’

Write as smooathly as a Pencil—

SILVER PLATED PE NS

Positively do not
corrode.
Made in ten styles.

If your dealer cannot sup-
ply you, a sample card of ten
bens will be seut on receipt
of five cents in stamps.

T. J. PARSONS

70 Bond St., Toronto.
370 Harper Ave., Detroit

DO YOUR FEET ACHE?

Tired aching feet, weak ankles, flat- foot callouses, bumonsj

and pains that re rh

and permanently cured by wearmg the Schol[ “FOO‘I'-

EAZER.” Scientifically supports the arch or instep in an

easy, natural D strain and makes
3 mz or standing a genuine

The Scholl ““F. OOT-EAZER” Eases The
eet, Body and Nerves

Gives the foot a well-arched, even tread, and cures foot
troubles quick.

oves all

Ten Days’ Trial
All shoe dealers an druggxsts sell the Scholl
“FOOT-E. RS.”” $2.00 per pair or direct

by mall pre\paxd on receipt of price. If
not satisfied after 10 days trial,
money refunded.

THE SCHOLL MFG. CO.
472 G King St., W., Toronto.

W. H. Kennedy, Prop. FREE BUS

New Royal Hotel

MEAFORD, ONT.
“THE TRAVELLERS’

First Class Sample Room.

HOTEL?”
Electric Light Throughout

THE TRENNICK

NIAGARA FALLS, ONT.

Directly opponite G. T. R.,, Wabash
and Erie Depot.

Steam Heat with Bath and En Suite.

Hot and Cold Water in all rooms.

CHARLES R. NEWMAN, - Proprietor,

Berkshire Hills

Sanatorium

The only private institution of mag-
nitude in the United States for the
exclusive treatment of Cancer and
4 other malignant and benign new
growths. Conducted by a physician
of standing. Established 32 years.

For the Scientific nnd Effective
reatment of

Cancer

Without Resorting to
Surgical Procedure
For complete information address
BERKSHIRE HILLS SANATORIUM

North Adams, Massachusetts

C.H. AcTON BoND SANDFORD F. SMITH A H. CASSELS

BOND & SMITH
ARCHITECTS

19 WELLINGTON STREET W, TORONTO

J. L. THORNE AUDIT AND
SYSTEM CO.

ACCOUNTANTS, - AUDITORS,

SYSTEMITIZERS.
PHONE MAIN 3420
7012 Confederation Life Building, TORONTO, CAN.

v
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O’Keefe’s
“‘Pilsener” Lager made
its reputation on quality.

““The Light Beer in the Light Bottle’’

keeps its reputation for quality because it keeps up
the quality that made it famous,

‘‘The Beer with a Reputation®’ 216
Ask your Dealer for O’Keefe's.

TEA is the result
of care and experi-
ence in blending —
must be the com-
bination of fine
flavor, smooth
strength and rich-
ness. Because all
these elements are so generously in-
cluded in Red Rose Tea it well mq:i__t_s
the term “good tea.”

M "

Red Rose Tea

“Is Good Tea”

Your Grocer will recommend it
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Nature implanted in the Coffee berry all the
ingredients to produce a healthful, invigorating
drink. In

Seal Brand
Coffee

all the natural ingredients are retained.
Sold in 1 and 2 1b. Cans only. 120

CHASE & SANBORN, MONTREAL.

Telkwa the Coming City

will be the BUITE of BRITISH COLUMBIA. TELKWA Is not a townsite or a paper town
but is a thriving established town—the metropolis and centre of the famous Bulkley Valley
farming country. TELKWA is located at the junction of the Bulkley and Telkwa Rivers and
is on the route of the Grand Trunk Pacific Transcontinental Railway. TELKWA adjoins
fifty thousand acres of the richest coal fields in Central British Columbia, which will furnish
fﬂ for the Grand Trunk Pacific Railway.

The mountains surrounding TELKWA contain immense deposits of gold, silver, copper
and lead, and after the railroad is running TELKWA should be the largest mining and man-
ufacturing city in Central British Columbia.

TELKWA is a live town with good hotels and baths, good general stores, real estate offices
Government Mining Recorder’s Office, laundry, bakery, blacksmith shop and other substan-
tial improvements. A good lumber mill and brick yard will be located at TELKWA this
summer. TELKWA will have fifteen thousand people after the railroad is running, and a few
hundred dollars invested now will make you independent after the rich mines are developed.

=WGood lots from $100.00 to $500.00 on easy monthly payments. Positively only.one thou-
sand lots in this prosperous town will be sold. Act quickly before the choicest are gone.
Mail $25.00 and a good lot will be reserved for you, the balance payable ten per cent. per
month—NO TAXES—NO INTEREST.

Address

NORTH |COAST LAND COMPANY, Limited,
Dept. A, 410-411-412 Winch Bldg., - VANCOUVER, B.C,
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WITHOUT KNOWING SHORTHAND YOU CAN WRITE 100 WORDS
A MINU .E and Increase your Income, Treble your Dispatch of
Business, S8ave your Time at an actual cost of just
Young people everywhere, Clerks, Collegians, all $2-00
kinds of Business and Professional Men and Women master
my new method of Abbreviated Longhand in three short
evenings. 7he very first lesson will increase your speed at
least 10 per cent. Use more as you learn more, da'ly, quickly.
sggldpiigtgo-dasy tff)l; my Hom(@;e Study Course, which teaches you
¢ 5 atisfaction Guaranteed
Sample Lessons 20c., and full partioulars flMeg.ney ="

A. B. WEAVER, Court Reportor. Dept. E., BUFFALO, N.Y.

Y2 PRICE XMAS BARGAIN
50¢DRAWNWORK $

HANDKERCHIEFS
-ONLY

Rq%algr

5266

Alllland
Made

These handkerchiefs are warranted all genuine
hand-made and hand-drawn in above beautiful
- designs on extra sheer, transparent handkerchief
lawn. Imported direct from our native workers;
11 x 11 in; worked in al}r4 ((:iomtgs. Each u{}%ce.
Special % Price Bargain: To advertise our gen
I\Iexicsm dmwn-worﬁ, Indian Rugs, $
ete., we will send these four hand- .
kerchiefs prepaid for ouly...........
regular price $2.00. Same handkerchiefs in rare,
sheer, pure Irish linen, regular price 75¢. each, the
entire 4 for only $1.50; regular price $3.00. Each set
is sent you packed in handsome Giit Box FR_EE. :
Orders filled the same day received. Salnschho;_l
guaranteed or money refunded.8 <« “ins = UL
Free Catalog Write to-day for our new Holiday
e m_,._g Bargain Catalog of uncommon
Mexican and Indian }zmns Gifts, mailed FREE. 108
page Complete Art Catalogue for 6¢. Beautiful
Catalog of Native Gems in actual colors, 4 cents.

THE FRANCIS E. LESTER CO., Dept. GLI2, Messila Park, N.M.

The Mexican Drawnwork House of America, s i sain/l

“Silver Plate
that Wears”

obtain thie = A\
heaviest grade of \ %\ \ \
‘ triple plate and to se- \
g cure selection from the
‘ greatest variety of beautiful
designs in spoons, forks, knives, etc.,
ask your dealer for the celebrated

|BAT ROGERS BROS..5:

; The original “Rogers” silver plate,

\ first produced over sixty years ago.

Sold by leading dealers everywhere.
Send for catalogue. 4

MERIDEN
BRITANNIA CO.

Hamilton, Ont.
Meriden, Conn,
New York Chicago
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You may ques-
tion Sir Frederick’s
statement but there
can be no doubt
whatever as to the
evil effects of a
close, stuffy atmos-
phere. In the win-
; ter time, when

§ ' _stonm doos and double windows help to make the
H house practically air-tight, we live in 2 death-
tS} dealing atmosphere, breathing air vitiated with the
g,lj vapor elimination from the lungs of the occupants
¢
b |
]

Speclal Cable to The Mall
Over Our Own Leased W?r{‘e

London. June 26. ——-Dr Sir Fred
'I'x‘eves astonished the public las

I}

and the organic secretions and moisture from the
pores of the skin. There should be humidity,
but it must be pure and refreshing as the outdoor
i air, and it is through the introduction of fresh out-
_j door air and its ample humidification by means of
/ the large Circle Waterpan that the

“GOOD CHEER”

Circle Waterpan Warm Air Furnace

makes the atmosphere of the house in winter like that of a bright June morning—warm, refresh-
ing and life-giving.

The demand for our booklet * Humidity and Humanity " is taxing the Capacity of our
mailing staff, but we have a copy for you upon request, stating where you saw this adver-
tisement.

The JAS. STEWART MFG. CO., Limited,

WINNIPEG, Manitoba

! Colds are the origin no uf raug
« but of stuffy. rooms.

. London phy-icia.ns bac
{ erick in holding that
| ever ca,wied" ar

WOODSTOCK, Ontario -

The Beauty of Silverware

is lost if not properly cared for.

RUBY RUB METAL POLISH

is the one perfect metal polish. It cleans and shines, It
will not injure the finest surface as it is absolutely free from
grit or acid, It shines everything from a Gold Watch to &
Tin Pan, and it will J)osmvely not discolor woodwork
around brass signs and door plates. Send us five cents and
we_will send you a full size 10c. tin of Ruby Rub.

J. A. FRENCH & CO., Limited
14 Terauley Street, Toronto, Ont.
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'i For Men who Really
4 Care How They Look

is the mark of satisfaction
in Shirt and Collar Wear

HAT atmosphere of
refinement and good
breeding formerly
conveyed by Custom
Made linen is now the
perquisite of every man
who will make use of

the style, fit and wear,
TAILORED into every
Shirtand Collar marked

50for 3

119

You Parents
may make “MATCHES"” for your children
But

You haven’t found the Way to make a
MATCH like

“EDDY'S SILENTS”

O gl\(éggﬁ THE ACME
ODOR . OF PERFECTION
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‘PATENT

BAKLE _

For Delicate Digestions

Robinson’s * Patent”
Barley comes in powdered
form and is convenient for
use in preparing modified
milk; gruel ete; = A

For very young babies, for
older children and for con-
valescents, it is a blessing
indeed. Be sure to ask for
Robinson’s “Patent” Barley.

FRANK MAGOR & CO., Canadian Agents, ,MONTREAL"

MINE HOISTING ENGINE

Cylinders 22 inches diameter, stroke 42 inches, about
900 horse power; double drums 8 feet diameter, 5 feet
wide.

Corliss valves, steam actuated clutches and brakes.
The reversing gear, throttle, brake and other levers are
grouped at a central platform.

This engine was completed within the past few months
and is thoroughly modern. Write for drawings, specifica-
tions and photographs.

ROBB ENGINEERING CO., Limited, AMHERST, N.S.

:01 Oanadian :xpruu Building, hclontr'o‘ﬂl,( R. V'l‘ Robo, Manager
raders Bank Building, Toronto, Wm. McKay, Manager
nhMOt om“s H Union Bank Building, V’ﬂnnlpeg, W. F. Porter,' Manager

609 Grain Exchange Building, ualxlry, J. F, Porter, Manager
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Buy Your Christmas
Gifts From
Birks’

A satisfactory purchase guaranteed, whether you

spend 25 cents or $1,000.00.

Orders by letter given the same attention as though
you bought over the counter.

Money refunded upon the return of goods found

unsatisfactory.

Write today asking for suggestions and see what it*
brings.

Henry Birks and Sons

LIMITED
Montreal - Ottawa - Winnipeg - Vancouver

Jewellers by appointment
to His Excellency The Governor-General of Canada




38

CANADIAN MAGAZINE ADVERTISEE"_

NERVOUS DYSPEPSIA

A CURE FOR ALL

Not 'a Patent Cure-All, Nor a Modern Miracle, But Simply a Rational Cure
For Dyspepsia.

In these days of humbuggery and deception, the manufacturers of patent
medicines, as a rule, seem to think their medicines will not sell unless they claim
that it will cure every disease under the sun. And they never think of leaving
out dyspepsia and stomach troubles, They are sure to claim that their nostrum
;S absolutely certain to cure every dyspeptic and he need look no further.

In the face of these absurd claims it is refreshing to note that the proprietors
of Stuart's Dyspepsia Tablets have carefully refrained from making any undue
claims or false representations regarding the merits of this most excellent remedy
for dyspepsia and stomach troubles. They make but one claim for it, and that
is, that for indigestion and various stomach troubles Stuart's Dyspepsia Tablets
is a radical cure. They go no farther than this, and any man or woman suffer-
ing from indigestion, chronic or nervous dyspepsia, who will give the remedy a
trial will find that nothing is claimed for it that the facts will not fully sustain.

It is a modern discovery, composed of harmless vegetable ingredients accept-
able to the weakest or most delicate stomach. Its great success in curing stomach
trouble is due to the fact that the medicinal properties are such that it will digest
whatever wholesome food is taken into the stomach, no matter whether the
stomach is in good working order or not. It rests the overworked organ and
replenishes the body, the blood, the nerves, creating a healthy appetite, giving
refreshing sleep and the blessings which always accompany a good digestion and
proper assimilation of food.

In using STUART'S DYSPEPSIA TABLETS no dieting is required.
Simply eat plenty of wholesome food and take these Tablets at each meal, thus
assisting and resting the stomach, which rapidly regains its proper digestive
power, when the Tablets will be no longer required.

Nervous Dyspepsia is simply a condition in which some portion or portions
of the nervous system are not properly nourished. Good digestion invigorates the
nervous system and every organ in the body.

STUART'S DYSPEPSIA TABLETS are sold by all druggists at 50 cts,
per package.
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10 foot x 10 x foot x 20 foot Iron Planing Machine; motor driven through
pneumatic clutches.

Q We manufacture a complete line of the heaviest
and most modern machinery for use in general
Machine Shops, Locomotive and Car Shops,
Engine, Bridge and Boiler Works and Shipyards.

 Write for particulars of any tools in which you
are Interested.

The JOHN BERTRAM SONS CO. Limited

DUNDAS, ONTARIO, CAN.
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The Best Christmas Gift

The best Christmas gift is a Good Digestion at a time
when there are so many good things to eat. There
is no Christmas Joy without Health—the health that
comes from simple, nourishing, easily digested foods. T

SHREDDED WHEAT BISCUIT

with hot milk or cream every morning will restore a
weak, rebellious stomach to natural vigor and will
supply all the strength needed for work or play.

Heat the Biscuit in the oven to restore crispness, then pour hot milk over
it, adding a little cream and a dash of salt. Being ready-cooked it is so
easy to prepare a delicious, nourishing meal with it in combination with
creamed oysters or with fresh or preserved fruits.

All the Meat of the Golden Wheat
The Canadian Shredded Wheat Company,

Limited

Niagara Falls, Ont.
Toronto Office: 49 Wellington St,, E. 2799
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HE beauty of Semi-ready Tailoring is that you can buy the
most expensive garments with the full assurance that the
cloth will be as superior as the workmanship and design.

Semi-ready Clothes have the call in the cities and towns
where men who know congregate,

A Semi-ready Suit at $15 is tailored better than the best

tailor’s best, just as are the higher cost Semi-ready garments at
$25 and $3o0.

SEMI-READY LIMITED
Wholesale Tailoring
472 Grey St., Montreal




After Once
Experiencing

The comfortable well-fed feeling, and
easy poise of the nerves that follow eating

a dish of

Grape-Nuts

and cream
One does not easily forget it.

The exceptional flavor and crispness
of Grape-Nuts was never better than

it is now.

'“There’s a Reason.”

POSTUM CEREAL COMPANY, Ltd.,
Battle Creek, Mich., U, 8. A.

A PURE PRODUCT OF A PERFECT PROCESS

BAKER’S
BREAKFAST

is made from the
best: cocoa beans
scientifically

blended.
Absolutely "pure,
(L healthful, and
Jesigtered,  dalicious.

Get the genuine with our trade-mark on the package
53 Highest Awards in Europe and America

Walter Baker & Co. Limited

Established 1780 DORCHESTER, MASS.

7 Don’t forget

that Calox is the only Oxygen Tooth Pow-
der—that it's the oxygen that renders it so
wonderfully efficient—that oxygen is the
only substance that will whiten the teeth
without imjury—that it's the oxygen that
destroys the germs and so stops decay, and
finally —~that the big men in Dentistry and
Medicine both use and preseribe .

CALOX.

All Druggists 25c.

Sample and beoklet free on request,

National Drug & Chemical |
Co. of Canada, Limited,

Montreal

4




